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FOR  ATHLETES   FOOT 


5 WEST  rttl  •  •  •  Girls,  no  one  is  going  to  say  you  have  'em  .  .  .  not  with  athletes  foot,  my  dear.  You 
aren't  going  to  be  displaying  the  high  arch,  the  rosy  toenails  and  the  pink  heels  this  season.  And  with  evening  shoes 
consisting  ot  a  heel,  a  sole  and  a  couple  ot  straps,  what  is  a  desperate  woman  to  do?  .  .  .  you  can't  sit  on  your 
feet  all  the  time  or  they  will  start  to  bequeath  alms  in  your  lap.  Well,  thank  somebody,  there's  a  way  to  shed  this 
most  unromantic  malady. 

DO,  DO  WHAT  THE  MEN  FOLK  DO  .  .  .  The  more  intelligent  male  when  he  first  observes 
the  unsightliness  that  bespeaks  "athletes  foot  .  .  .  being  intolerant  of  any  type  of  discomfort  .  .  .  and  although  cur- 
rent fashion  does  not  call  for  the  display  of  his  curly  little  toes,  the  burning  and  itching  and  general  scaliness  of 
the  thing  are  a  menace  to  his  sang  froid  .  .  .  befittingly  employs  his  superior  acumen  by  investing  two  important 
dollars  in  EXIT  for  athletes  foot,  the  new  phenylmercuric  nitrate  treatment  that  knocks  the  h — I  out  of  at  .  .  etes  foot. 
Oh,  sweetmeat  and  ah,  sweet  feet  .  .  .  thus  may  you  obtain  a  new  set  of  unblemished  toes  to  stick  out  of  your 
ridiculous   evening    sandals   and    wiggle   impertinently    in    their   perfection   at   this   world. 

EXIT  for  athletes  foot  Is  prominently  on  sale  near  the  campus  at  HOOS'  DRUG  STORE,  HUERBINGER  DRUG 
COMPANY,  the  CAMPUS  PHARMACY,  and  at  CHANDLER'S  .  .  .  also  at  all  the  good  drug  stores  on  the  NORTH 
SHORE   from    JOHN    VICTOR    LEE'S    and    the    BROADWAY    PHARMACY    to    the    HIGHLAND    PARK    PHARMACY. 
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Til    al 


always    remember 


that 


glow  gave  me  you. 

"Moon-glow"  Through  the  leaves 
of  the  Silver  Forest  introducing  Uni 
versity  Night  at  the  Drake  Hotel,  only 
thirty  minutes,  by  motor,  trom  the 
Northwestern  Campus,  with  dancing 
from  seven   until  one  o'clock. 

Just  the  place  for  such  an  occasion; 
a  beautiful  setting  that  has  a  smooth, 
swanky,  college  atmosphere  in  proper 
harmony  with  the  pleasing  music  of 
Johnny  Hamp's  fourteen  piece  or- 
chestra, which  is  ably  assisted  in  a 
floor  show  which  features  the  dance 
team  consisting  of  Adele  Aber  a-^d 
Roy  Bradley  "soohisticated  exponents 
of  rhythm  from    Hollywood." 

"By  the  way,  speaking  of  dancing, 
who  was  that  smart  looking  couple 
over  in  front  of  the  band?  It  looked 
like  Marjorie  Malcolm  president  of  the 
Alpha  Phi  sorority  and  Mort  Brooks, 
her  fiance,  and  furthermore,  it  was! 
And  there  in  that  secluded  corner,  ca- 
lf be  Dave  (Newt)  Loft  and  Nancv 
Lewis,  and  Bill  French  and  Frannle 
Griggs,  and  Mary  Manley  and  Betty 
Chapman,  and  Chile  Southward,  Rog- 
er Larson  and  Dick  McKnight?  God 
forbid! 

But  If  the  truth  wilJ  be  known,  they 
V/ere  all  present  at  this  opening  eve- 
ning; Phi  Delta  Theta  and  Alpha  Phi 
night  at  the  Drake. 

And  when  I  called  the  garcon, 
imagine    my    surprise    that    the    check 


'ROUND 

^  o  w  ^ 


for  an  Alexander  cocktail,  a  delicious 
imported  Swiss  cheese  sandwich,  cof- 
fee, and  English  toffee  Ice  Cream,  was 
well  within  the  special  minimum  charge 
of  one  dollar  per  person. 

Rather  an  inexpensive  and  enjoyable 
evening,  right? 


Specialty  Night 

Paul  Ash's  dancer  and  blues  singer, 
and  radio  stars  including  the  Four 
Knaves,  are  the  most  famous  portion 
of  the  floor  show  for  Specialty  Night 
sponsored  by  the  Evanston  Woman's 
Club  on  November  10.  Dancing  to  the 
tune  of  Jack  Chapman's  orchestra,  slot 
machines,  Keno,  and  bridge  will  keep 
you  occupied  from  nine-thirty  until 
two. 

The  charges  are  $1.25  per  person, 
and  the  proceeds  go  to  Hull  House, 
Jane  Addam's  Foundation,  and  the 
Mary  Crane  League. 

Tickets  may  be  obtained  from  Bill 
Youngclaus  at  the  D.  U.  House  or 
Dave  Lott  in  101  U.  H.  any  afternoon 
between   4  and    5   p.  m. 

The  Man  About  Town  gives  his 
heartiest  recommendation  to  this  cam- 
pus affair.  It  should  be  the  nuts! 

The  Man  About  Town. 
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THE  PARROT 


Money's  Worth 

This  issue  of  the  PURPLE  PARROT,  with  the  six  to  fol- 
low, comes  to  you  as  a  sophisticated  collegiate  publication. 
We  have  vowed  to  give  the  loyal  students  who  backed 
us  in  our  recent  drive  for  subscriptions  the  absolute  FINEST 
in  college  publications.  No  pains  are  being  spared  to 
bring  this  end  about. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  Polly  is  not  so  jubilant  at  the  uni- 
versity's whole-hearted  acceptance  of  her  New  Deal 
proposition  that  she  does  not  feel  deeply  the  responsi- 
bility placed  in  the  hands  of  her  editorial  staff.  Entirely 
the  opposite  is  true.  We  are  solemnly  going  about  our 
business  of  attempting  to  make  the  Northwestern  campus 
a  better  place  to  be.  We  realize  that  we  have  put  our- 
selves at  the  mercy  of  the  students.  If  you  are  not  pleased, 
there  is  no  more  PARROT.  As  a  recent  DAILY  puts  it, 
all  of  the  subscribers  "secretly  hope  for  a  rotten  PARROT, 
so  they  can  point  an  accusing  finger  and  say,  'Ah,  it  was 
never  worth  it.'  "  It  is  the  solemn  wish  of  the  PARROT 
that  everybody  who  gets  a  copy  of  this  and  each  of  the 
six  succeeding  issues  can  honestly  tell  himself  that  his 
money  could  not  have  been  better  spent. 

Everything  connected  with  the  PURPLE  PARROT  is  con- 
nected   with    "money's    worth."      We    are    running    on    a 


restricted  budget.  We  require  and  are  getting  efficient 
business  management  to  be  able  to  render  to  you  as  fine 
a  product  as  we  do,  and  are,  we  feel,  justified  in  being 
proud  of  our  work. 

If  any  subscriber,  after  due  deliberation,  decides  that 
he  has  a  kick  coming,  he  should  not  hesitate  to  air  it  in 
any  way  he  sees  fit.  We  do  not  believe  that  the  campus 
is  aggressive  toward  the  PARROT,  and  we  are  confident 
that  the  campus  will  soon  become  reconciled  to  having 
one  fewer  thing  to  boo. 

We  hereby  render  you  a  maximum  in  enjoyment,  one 
or  two  belly-laffs,  and  a  lot  of  fun  otherwise. 

We  hereby  render  to  you  your  money's  worth. 

We  hope  you  like  it. 

— George  Heinemann 


oco  CASTED  SHADOWS 


Next  month,  in  the  Michigan  Game  issue,  we  introduce 
a  brand  new  writer  from  McKinlock  Campus  with  her  fea- 
ture newspaper  story.  You'll  like  it!  .  .  .  Announcement 
and  photos  of  the  six  Northwestern  Students  who  win  free 
trips  to  the  Michigan  game!  .  .  .  Pictures  of  new  pledges 
to  Sextant  and  Lynx  .  .  .  And  the  features  and  depart- 
ments of  this  issue!  .  .  .  And  morel  Watch  for  the  Michigan 
Game  Number  .  .  .  Out  November  15. 
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Back-Cage  With  the  Editor 


ONE  HUNDRED  PER-CENT! 


We  of  the  Purple  Parrot  have  definitely  proven  to  ourselves  and  to 
the  student  body  that  the  rock  bottom  in  school  spirit  at  Northwestern  has 
been  reached,  and  that  the  n-iorale  of  the  student  body  is  once  more  definite- 
ly on  the  up-grade. 

We  cite,  for  example,  the  fine  enthusiasm  shown  at  the  Iowa  game. 
We  offer  you  as  additional  proof  the  miraculous  change  of  sentiment  and 
attitude  of  the  campus  toward  this  publication.  100  percent  support  cer- 
tainly denotes  that  chizzling,  at  Northwestern  at  least,  is  definitely  on  the  wane. 

What  a  break  for  Roosevelt  if  we  could  say  the  attitude  of  the  country 
at  large  had  changed  along  the  same  vein.  If  every  business  man  and  financier 
in  America  cooperated  with  the  "Editorial  Board  of  the  United  States"  (mis- 
called the  Brain  Trust)  to  the  extent  that  the  embryo  business  men  and  women 
of  Northwestern  cooperated  with  the  Editorial  Board  of  the  Parrot  in  its 
recent  crisis,  that  unknowingly  vicious  class  of  people,  the  petty  chizzlers, 
who  are  throttling  recovery  today  by  their  own  stupidity,  would  be  eliminated 
and  the  way  paved  for  complete  recovery!  But  what  actually  happens?  A 
new  four  billion  dollar  bond  issue  is  floated,  for  example,  and  New  York  and 
Chicago  bankers  refuse  to  purchase.  Consequently  the  treasury  shows  a  de- 
ficit. What  will  be  the  President's  answer  to  this  antagonism  to  his  policy? 
More  Inflation? 

Let  us  hope  not — for  in  that  way  lies  no  salvation,  but  admission  of  de- 
feat. Eventually  that  admission  will  have  to  be  made  unless  the  individual 
business  men,  as  individuals,  put  themselves  behind  Roosevelt  to  the  last 
ditch. 

One  man  cannot  perform  a  miracle  over  night — alone!  But  one  man, 
with  100  percent  support  of  the  American  people,  from  beggar  to  banker, 
can  and  will  pull  this  country  out  of  the  chaos  in  which  it  now  finds  itself  em- 
broiled! 

Northwestern  students  have  seemingly  emerged  at  last  from  the  lethargy 
which  threatened  to  stifle  the  very  existence  of  the  University— they  have 
been  aroused  by  the  possibilities  of  the  New  Deal,  and,  believe  it  or  not, 
Northwestern  students  are  going  places! 

When  is  America  going  to  wake  up — and  go  places? 
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The  Black  Ghost 
of  the  Tower 

By  George  Edward  Gregory 


Former  Professor  of  English, 
William  and  Mary  College 


(Copyright    1934) 


<4"fTTlNE.  Alfredo!  more  wine!" 
"'    "Si,  signor  Guido!" 

Alfredo  waddled  from  behind  the 
small  bar.  a  bottle  of  vino  rosso 
grasped    tightly   in   his   pudgy    fist. 

"The  best  in  the  house,  signori," 
he  puffed  as  he  drew  the  cork  and 
refilled  the  glasses  of  the  five  young 
gallants  seated  around  the  table.  "I 
brought  it  up  from  the  cellar  my- 
self this  very  morning." 

"Pour  and  stop  talking.  Alfredo! 
We  came  here  to  drink — not  to  lis- 
ten to  your  idle  prattle!"  Guido, 
his  eyes  already  glassy  from  the  the 
effects  of  much  drinking,  leered  at 
Alfredo,  and  waved  him  away  with 
a  clumsy  sweep  of  his  arm. 

His  four  companions  looked  on 
in  silent  disgust. 

Guido  raised  his  glass  with  an 
unsteady  hand,  and  proposed,  "A 
toast  to  my  latest  exploit,  my 
friends!" 

"What!  another  duel?"  Benito 
Romagno  asked  in  surprise.  "Why. 
it  was  only  last  week  that  you 
killed  Amato  in  a  duel!" 

"That  makes  the  tenth  man  you 
have  killed  in  a  duel!"  exclaimed 
Arturo.  "Everyone  in  Florence 
speaks  of  your  bravery!  What  a 
reputation!" 

"Ten  killed  in  duels,"  Guido 
boasted,  "and  no  tolling  how  many 
of  the  enemy  I  killed  during  the 
War!" 


"Aren't  you  afraid  you  will 
meet  an  adversary  some  day  who 
will  kill  you?" 

"Ha!  ha!  ha!  Guido  roared. 
"Me  afraid!  I  am  afraid  of  no  one 
— of  nothing!" 

"Afraid  of  nothing.''"  Benito 
looked  his  drunken  companion 
straight  in  the  eyes.  His  face  was 
an  innocent  mask  of  his  thoughts, 
which  struggled  for  utterance.  How 
he  would  like  to  tell  this  cowardly 
braggart  just  what  he  thought  of 
him!  But  no!  He  had  a  better  idea. 
A  plan  had  formed  in  his  mind, 
which,  if  executed,  would  admir- 
ably test  this  bravery  which  Guido 
constantly  prated  about.  "I'll  wager 
I  know  of  an  exploit,"  Benito  went 
on,  "that  even  you  will  not  dare 
undertake." 


Guido  stiffened.  His  face  flushed 
under  the  taunt   in   Benito's  voice. 

"Name  the  amount  of  your  wag- 
er!" he  cried  angrily:  "and  by  our 
Lady  I'll  accept  it  before  I  know 
what  the  exploit  is!" 

Benito  suppressed  a  smile. 

"I  offer  you  five  hundred  lire  to 
one  hundred.  That  is  only  fair 
to  you  in  view  of  the  adventure  you 
will  have  to  undergo." 

"I  have  accepted  your  wager! 
What  must  I  do?"  Guido's  fist 
thudded    on    the    table. 

"My  family  owns  an  old  castle 
in  Fiesole  —  but  it  has  been  un- 
occupied, except  occasionally  by  the 
caretaker,  these  last  twenty  years  be- 
cause of  a  ghost  which  haunts  one 
of  the  two  towers  of  the  building. 
Twelve  people  have  attempted  to 
spend  a  night  in  the  tower  since  the 
ghost  began  his  tenancy  —  and  all 
twelve  died  frightful  deaths.  In 
order  to  win  the  wager  we  have 
just  made,  you  will  have  to  be  the 
thirteenth — the  unlucky  thirteenth 
— person  to  attempt  to  spend  a 
night  in  the  tower  room.  Perhaps 
your  courage  will  enable  you  to 
survive  the  ordeal  which  has  cost 
twelve  people  their  lives.  " 

While  Benito  spoke,  the  color 
gradually  left  Guido's  face,  and  his 
hands  trembled  so  that  he  dropped 
the  glass  to  the  floor. 
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"Since  you  have  accepted  the 
wager,"  Benito  continued,  "nothing 
remains  but  for  the  five  of  us  to 
go  immediately  to  the  tower.  My 
car  is  outside.  By  driving  fast,  I 
can  get  you  there  in  time  to  install 
you  in  the  ghost  room  before  the 
ghost  appears.  Come!  Let  us  be 
gone!" 

*      *      * 

Benito's  high-powered  car  roared 
through  the  night.  Finally,  he 
turned  off  the  main  highway  into 
a  narrow  road.  Pulling  up  before 
the  caretaker's  lodge,  he  jumped  out 
and  procured  the  key  from  old 
Alberto. 

Again  the  car  roared  on  its  way. 
The  road,  seldom  used,  was  lined 
on  either  side  by  gaunt  cypresses. 
Grass  and  weeds  had  grown  up 
where  formerely  the  roadbed  was 
smooth.  A  full  moon  shone  over- 
head, casting  ghostly  shadows 
through  the  trees. 

T'he  road  swerved  abruptly  to 
the  right,  the  headlights  falling 
suddenly  on  a  massive  gray  stone 
building,  which  was  at  once  both 
startling  and  awful  with  its  two 
gaunt  towers  rearing  themselves  in- 
to the  eerie  moonlight. 

Benito  led  the  way  to  a  massive 
iron  gate,  opened  it.  and  ushered 
his  companions  into  a  weed-grown 
court.  A  moment  later  they  were 
groping  their  way  up  the  stairs 
leading  to  the  ghost  tower,  their 
way  lighted  by  the  feeble  flickerings 
of  a  candle. 

"This  is  the  ghost  room,"  Benito 
said,  showing  them  into  a  barely 
furnished,  circular  room. 

The  only  articles  of  furniture 
were  an  antequated  four-poster  bed, 
a  chair,  and  a  small  table.  Over 
the  bed  there  was  a  small  iron- 
barred   window.    ■ 

Setting  the  candle  on  the  table, 
Benito  said,  "This  is  the  private 
sanctum  of  the  black  ghost.  I'm 
sorry  it  hasn't  more  comforts, 
Guido,  but  since  you  will  be  here 
just  one  night,  you  won't  mind, 
I'm  sure.  These  meager  furnish- 
ings are  quite  sufficient  for  the 
ghost's  needs." 

Guido's  face  was  chalk-white. 
There  was  a  wild  look  in  his  eyes. 
His  lips  parted  to  speak,  but  no 
words  came. 


"It's  not  too  late  yet  to  back 
out,  Guido,"  Benito  taunted,  "but 
I  can  see  you  are  not  afraid.  .  .  . 
Now,  if  you  will  get  in  bed,  we'll 
leave  you  and  meet  you  at  day- 
break. If  the  ghost  comes,  it  will 
be  shortly  after  midnight.  It  is 
now  ten  past  eleven.  Hurry!  .  .  . 
You  are  not  afraid?" 

Guido  said  nothing,  but  got  into 
bed  like  a  man  in  a  trance. 

"Now  we  go."  Benito  said.  "But 
here!  Take  this  pistol.  Guido.  If 
the  ghost  tries  to  harm  you,  fire 
away  at  him.  Good  night  and 
good   luck." 

The  four  men  left  the  room, 
Benito  closing  and  locking  the 
door. 

It  was  several  minutes  before 
Guido's  eyes  became  accustomed  to 
the  darkness.  He  saw  that  the 
moonlight  was  shining  faintly 
through  the  small  window.  In  i 
few  minutes,  he  realized,  it  would 
be  gone,  and  he  would  be  alone  in 

the  silent   darkness  until   He 

shuddered. 

Minutes  dragged  themselves  into 
eternities.  A  faint  squeak  caused 
him  to  sit  bolt  upright  .  .  .  but 
nothing  happened. 

He  stared  at  the  faint  shaft  of 
moonlight.  Higher  and  higher  it 
crept  up  the  side  of  the  wall.  At 
last  it  was  gone,  leaving  behind 
only  an  eerie  afterglow. 

What  was  that?  Another  sound! 

An  electric  shock  passed  through 
his  body.  He  opened  his  lips  to 
scream,  but  no  sound  issued  from 
them:  for  slowly,  ever  so  slowly,  a 
black-clad  figure  was  advancing 
from  out  of  the  eerie  darkness. 

The  black  ghost!  Guido  was 
petrified  with  fear. 

The  ghost  advanced  to  the  foot 
of  the  bed  and  stood  there  silently. 

With  a  shriek  of  terror  Guido 
shouted.    "Speak!    speak!" 

But    the    ghost    remained    silent. 

"I'll  count  five!"  Guido  cried: 
"if   you    don't   speak.    I'll    shoot!" 

Still  the  ghost  said  nothing. 

In  a  voice  bordering  on  a 
maniacal  screech,  Guido  counted, 
"One!  .  .  .  two!  .  .  .  three!  .  .  . 
four!  .  five!" 

Guido  fired. 

The  effect  of  the  shot  was  start- 
ling, for  instead  of  the  bullet's 
piercing  the  ghost,  it  rebounded  in- 


to his  lap. 

He  fired  again  —  and  again  the 
lead  bullet  dropped  into  his  lap. 
Beside  himself  with  terror,  he 
emptied  the  pistol  at  the  black 
ghost,  and  again  for  each  shot  fired 
the  lead  from  the  bullet  bounded 
back  into  his  lap. 

A  mocking  laugh  came  from  the 
ghost. 

With  a  final  despairing  shriek, 
Guido  jumped  out  of  bed.  only 
to  collapse  to  the  floor. 

The  black  ghost,  apparently 
satisfied  with  his  night's  work, 
faded  away  just  as  he  had  come. 

BENITO,  followed  by  his  three 
friends,  cautiously  opened  the 
door  of  the  ghost  room.  A  cry 
of  terror  escaped  Arturo's  lips,  for 
lying  on  the  floor,  his  once  raven- 
black  hair  now  snow  white,  was 
Guido,   gibbering  like  an  idiot. 

"Mother  of  God!  What  has  hap- 
pened?" Arturo  cried. 

Benito's  face  was  blanched  with 
fear.  His  voice  trembled  when  he 
replied:  "Last  night,  a  few  minutes 
after  I  left  you  three,  I  entered  this 
room  through  that  hidden  door  in 
the  wall.  Of  course,  you  know  I 
made  up  that  story  about  the 
twelve  people  dying  here.  I  had 
thrown  this  black  cloth  over  my 
head,  and  when  Guido  saw  me,  he 
sat  straight  up  in  bed.  He  demand- 
ed that  I  speak.  I  didn't.  Then  he 
counted  to  five  and  fired.  But  he 
fired  only  blank  cartridges,  because 
I  myself  had  taken  the  lead  from 
the  bullets  beforehand,  and  each 
time  he  fired,  I  tossed  a  bullet  into 
his  lap.  Of  course,  he  thought  the 
bullets  had  hit  the  ghost  and 
bounded  back  at  him.  He  was 
crazy  with  fear.  When  he  fired 
the  last  shot  and  found  the  black 
ghost  still  standing  there  laughing 
mockinglv.  he  jumped  out  of  bed 
and  dropped  to  the  floor.  I  had  no 
idea  he  had  gone  mad,  or  I  would 
never  have  waited  until  now  to 
come  in.  I  thought  he  was  merely 
trying  to  get  under  the  bed,  like 
the    coward    I    knew    him    to   be!" 

"Ah,  poor  Guido,"  Arturo  whis- 
pered. 

"Afraid  of  nothing!  Little  did  he 
know  there  was  nothing  of  which 
to  be  afraid." 


Page  7 


P  U  R  P  LE^P  A  R  ROT 


'^'^^^  yy)  ^t^-s-y 


Courtesy  Life  Magazine 

Page  8 


'Let's  pretend  we're  rich  people  in  separate  rooms! 


Watch  for  November  Issue 


Xo  me  a  ciga- 
rette is  the  best  smoke. 
It's  a  short  smoke . . . 
and  then  again  it's 
milder. 

"I  notice  that  you 
smoke  Chesterfields 
also.  I  like  them  very 
much." 


HAD  A  BERTH  in  the  ninth 
sleeper.  It  tvas  a  heavy  train  and  a  cold 
night  —  snowing  —  and  I  thought  about 
the  man  trith  his  hand  on  the  throttle. 
I  admire  and  respect  those  men." 
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You  MAY  say  what  you  please  about  the 
N.  R.  A.  and  General  Johnson  (and 
many  people  are  availing  themselves  of  the 
privilege),  but  it  is  indeed  a  treat  to  hea 
something  on  the  subject  from  one  who  has 
been  intimately  connected  with  the  happen 
ings    in    Washington   during   the   past   year 

It  is  difficult  to  gain  a  fair  perspectivi 
on  such  a  question  as  the  future  of  the  N 
R.  A.  when  you  arc  not  able  to  get  an  un 
biased  picture  of  the  whole  problem 
Therefore,  what  Earl  Dean  Howard  has  to 
say  should  prove  doubly  interesting,  first  in 
itself,  and  second  for  the  light  it  will  shed 
on  the  political  situation  in  Washington  to- 
day. 

"The  N.  R.  A.  is  being  completely  reor- 
ganized, a  thing  which  in  my  opinion 
should  have  been  done  last  March."  The 
speaker  was  a  man  of  determined  appear- 
ance who  looked,  however,  as  if  be  had 
found  hob-nobbing  with  the  political  big- 
wigs in  Washington  no  easy  job.  He 
doubtless  found  use  for  his  sense  of  humor 
too.  for  a  twinkle  appeared  in  his  eye  when 
he  mentioned  the  struggles  of  the  code 
organizers. 

"I  was  surprised."  he  continued,  "when 
I  returned  to  Chicago  last  .June  to  find  the 
concensus  of  opinion  to  be  that  General 
.Johnson  is  an  extraordinarily  wonderful 
man  and  the  pillar  of  the  N.  R.  A. 
Undoubtedly  he  is  a  brilliant  man.  but  not 
suited  to  running  such  a  huge  project  as  the 
N.  R.  A.  They  had  to  let  him  go  because 
he  was  such  a  rotten  administrator.  He 
was  not  really  the  boss,  which  meant  poor 
organization  of  forces  and  lack  of  morale. 
As  a  cavalry  officer  General  Johnson  would 
be  in  his  element.  Plenty  of  dash  and  fire, 
you  know.      But  as  an  administrator,   no." 


By 

PROFESSOR  EARL 

DEAN  HOWARD 

of  the  Sociology  Department 
and.  Until  Recently,  Deputy- 
Administrator  of  the  Textile 
Codes  Under  General  Johnson 


Earl    Dean    Howard    shook    his    head    deci- 
sively. 

"So  often  I  am  asked,"  he  went  on.  "if 
President  Roosevelt  and  his  right-hand 
man  were  on  good  terms.  Well,  the  trou- 
ble was  that  they  were  on  too  good  terms. 
Johnson  is  a  very  sensitive  man  and  de- 
voted to  the  President.  This  often  placed 
the  President  in  an  embarrassing  position 
when  he  tried  to  correct  the  General.  In 
fact  there  was  so   much   trouble  during   the 


last  few  months  that  Roosevelt  relieved 
him   of  most  of  his   power. 

"In  my  position  as  deputy-administra- 
tor of  the  apparel  code  I  learned  one  thing 
of  particular  interest,  perhaps,  to  those 
who  are  not  in  close  touch  with  the  situa- 
tion in  Washington.  The  industries  want 
the  codes,  and  they  want  them  very  much. 
My  job  was  to  get  the  leaders  of  the  gar- 
ment industry  to  come  to  Washington  and 
submit  a  code  for  my  examination.  Then 
we  held  conferences  to  revise  it  and  public 
hearings  to  listen  to  criticism.  More  con- 
ferences followed  until  the  code  was  finally 
sent  to  General  Johnson  and  the  President 
for  signatures.  During  all  this  trading' 
back  and  forth  I  was  struck  with  the  ear- 
nestness of  the  leaders.  Of  course  they 
kicked  at  some  of  the  code  provisions,  but 
on  the  whole  they  showed  a  desire  to 
cooperate  and  a  faith  in  the  code  which 
augers  well  for  the  future.  I  have  heard 
that  this  is  true  in  most  of  the  industries. 
If  anything,  it  is  the  administration  which 
is  at  fault.  It  is  not  giving  the  proper 
assistance  to  the  industries.  People  come 
down  to  Washington,  ready  to  work,  and 
all  they  do  is  wear  out  chairs  waiting  for 
something  to  happen.  But  this  may  have 
been  only  bad  organization  which  will  be 
rectified  by  the  dismissal  of  General  John- 
son and  the  creation  of  a  competent  board 
to    take   over   his   job. 

"Many  things  are  laid  at  the  door  of  the 
N.  R.  A.  for  which  it  is  not  responsible. 
Very  definitely,  it  is  the  Presidents  Na- 
tional Recovery  Administration  set  up  to 
carry  out  the  terms  of  the  National  Recov- 
ery Act.  Its  main  business  is  code  making, 
but  it  also  includes  the  P.  W.   A.,   C.  W. 


Page  10 


P  U  R  P  L 


R  ROT 


A.,  and  similar  organizations.  It  has 
nothing  to  do  with  the  bank  or  farm  poli- 
cies of  the  United  States,  a  commonly  mis- 
understood   fact   here    in    the   iVliddlc   West. 

"Undoubtedly  the  N.  R.  A.  has  made 
mistakes.  Probably  the  worst  was  attempt- 
ing to  cover  so  much  at  the  very  outset. 
But  the  men  down  in  Washington  see  their 
mistakes,  which  is  a  big  step  forward,  and 
are  now  working  to  rectify  them.  There 
are  certain  portions  of  the  N.  R.  A.  of 
which  I  do  not  personally  approve.  1  do 
not  like  the  A.  A.  A.  It  is  too  risky  a 
farm  policy,  at  least  just  now.  The 
unforeseen  and  calamitous  results  of  the 
drought  brought  this  fact  home  forcibly. 
The  housing  program  is  not  all  it  should 
be.  But  then  it  has  not  much  chance  to 
show   what   it   can   do. 

"Politics  in  the  government.'  Yes.  that 
was  the  one  thing  which  I  disliked  in 
Washington  most!  I  was  forced  to  take 
on  certain  people  in  connection  with  my 
code,  whether  I  wanted  them  or  not.  We 
may  have  a  New  Deal  but  we  still  have  the 
same  old  politics.  When  will  we  rid  our 
government    of    this    age    old    plague? 

"The  Brain  Trust?  We  know  no  such 
term  in  Washington.  Another  mid-west- 
ern newspaper  myth.  True  we  have  many 
young  men  in  office — brilliant  young  men  ! 
Among  the  most  prominent  and  capable  of 
these  young  men  are  the  five  Austin  schol- 
ars, who  were  sent  to  Washington  from 
Northwestern  University.  They  were  edu- 
cated in  the  business  of  the  N.  R.  A.  and 
ihey  certainly  made  good  in  a  most  decisive 
fashion.  They  not  only  held  conferences 
and  hearings  but  they  also  wrote  codes. 
At  first,  business  men  objected  to  having 
these  important  affairs  handled  by  "mere 
boys"  of  twenty-two  or  twenty-three. 
But  after  the  first  conference  they  would 
come  to  me  and  say.  'Where  did  you  get 
such  brilliant  men?  We  need  more  like 
them.'  The  five  Austin  scholars  in  ques- 
tion are  James  Worthy,  Nelson  Dodge. 
Robert  Harris,  George  Brown,  and  Robert 
Lowry,  all  recent  graduates  of  Northwest- 
ern, 

"In  conclusion,  a  few  words  about  that 
question  which  is  on  every  tongue — the  fu- 
ture of  the  N.  R,  A,  I  firmly  believe  that 
the  codes  at  least  have  come  to  stay.  They 
will  certainly  stay  if  they  make  the  maxi- 
mum wage  limit,  and  the  minimum  work- 
ing hours,  the  main  objective.  Price  fixing 
can  never  be  controlled  but  wages  and 
hours  can  and  must  be  regulated.  No 
matter  how  you  fix  prices,  there  will  be 
price  chiselers.  True,  the  codes  are  sup- 
posed to  stop  'chiseling'  but  the  mere 
codes  themselves  cannot  stop  it.  Only  the 
individual  business  man  can  do  that  and 
until  he  obeys  the  codes  the  country  will 
continue  to  limp  along  in  its  present  state 
of  semi-prosperity. 

(Concluded  on  Page  j8  ] 
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6  TRIPS 

For  Football  Fans  to  the 

Mieliigaii  Game 

with  50  Yd.  Line  Seats  in  the  Michigan  Bowl 
SATURDAY,  NOVEMBER  24th 

All  expenses  paid — Leave  Sat.  morning  at  8  on  the  Michigan 
Central  Wildcat  Special,  arrive  back  home  Sat.  night  at  10:30. 

You  Do  Not  Have  to  Be  a  Subscriber  to  the  Purple 
Parrot  to  Win!  Merely  Follow  These  Simple  Rules — 


rjf    the    .sixteen 


1.  Check    the    name^ 
teams  that  you  think  will  win. 

2.  Obtain  a  new  subscription  to  the 
club  offer  of  seven  is.sues  of  the  Par- 
rot combined  with  Life  magazine.  Both 
for  $1.50. 


3.  Send  the  names  of  your  winning 
teams,  the  name  of  your  new  sub- 
.scriber,  and  his  $1.50  to  the  Parrot 
office  in  Universit.^'  hall  before  Novem- 
ber 1. 


f\LL  OUT  COUPON  BELOW! 


EXTRY   €OlTPOiV 

Place  check  in  square  opposite  the  teams  you  pick  to  win! 


□  Northwestern  vs.  Wisconsin  □ 

□  Purdue  vs.  Chicago  G 

□  Iowa  vs.  Indiana  □ 
n  Minnesota  vs.  Michigan  □ 
n  Ohio  State  vs.  Western  Res.  D 

□  Yale  vs.  Dartmouth  □ 

□  Arnny  vs.  Illinois  □ 
n  Pittsburgh  vs.  Notre  Dame     □ 

□  Princeton  vs.  Harvard  □ 

□  Columbia  vs.  Cornell  n 

□  Navy  vs.  Washington  &  Lee  □ 
D  Carnegie  Tech  vs.  N.  Y.  U.  D 
n  Stanford  vs.  U.  C.  L.  A.  D 

□  Williams  vs.  Union  G 

□  Tulane  vs.   Mississippi  D 

□  Georgia  Tech  vs.  N.  Carolina  □ 


Football  Contest  Editor 
The  Purple  Parrot 
101  University  Hall 
Evanston,  111. 

Attached  find  my  list  of  16  win- 
ning teams.  Enter  them  at  once  in  the 
Purple  Parrot  Football  contest. 


Attached  find  $1.50  for  one  year's 
subscription  to  Life  and  the  Purple 
Parrot. 


Name  of  new  subscriber 

Street 
City  State 
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PURPLE    PURMS    'N  THINGS 


RUSHING  TWITTERS 
"Ye    gods,    go    rush    that    Twilly 

girl." 
My  elder  sisters  said. 
"She  has  a  yacht  arid  pop  has  bucks 
Which     all     make     her     a     thing 

de  luxe." 
So  I  kept  her  in  my  head. 

"The   Smith   soul   too   is   cute   and 

trick," 
My  elder  sisters  cried. 
"She    dances    smooth    and    has    the 

guys" 
A    fact    they    all    bemoaned    with 

sighs, 
So  I  kept  her  by  my  side. 

The  pledges  came  midst  "ohs"  and 

"ahs" 
As  they  are  wont  to  do — 
The  Twilly  yacht:  the  cute  Smith 

girl 
Were    greeted,     pledged    and    kept 

awhirl 
So  was  I,  I  thought,  like  you. 

Two  weeks  went  by  of  closer  touch 

No  boat-ride  invites  came 

Our  Smith  dear  too  now  lacked  of 

dates 
They  were,  we  crabbed,  within  the 

gates 
And  had  become  the  same. 

Betty  Chapman 

«>♦<$> 

FEESH! 
Fishes  are  of  dubious  sex, 
And  hatch  their  young  'uns  out  of 

ex. 
Fishes  must  be  very  smart, 
To  tell  the  hims  and  hers  apart. 
— Chicago    Phoenix 


UiOhl 
Water,  water  everywhere. 

And  not  a  drop  to  drink. 
Someone  opened  the  spigot 

And  it  all  went  down  the  sink. 
— Carnegie  Tech  Puppet 


The  Things  I  Said 
I'd  Never  Do 

I  kissed  you  just  after  three  dates. 

And  didn't  even  care. 

The   night   was   nice,    and   so   were 

you, 
I  wanted,  so  there. 

I've  kissed  you  on  the  highway,  too. 
Right  in  broad  daylight. 
And  oft  we  stopped  beside  the  lake, 
But  still  it  seemed  all  right. 

I've  kissed  you  under  campus  elms — • 
It  didn't  matter  where; 
Even  in  the  Parrot  office 
When  no  one  else  was  there. 

No  matter  if  we're  out  to  tea 

At  your  fraternity. 

Or  on  the  steps  of  my  own  house, 

It  doesn't  bother  me! 

If  you  could  know  the  kind  of  girl 
I've  always  tried  to  be. 
You'd   wonder   more   than   ever   at 
This  high  school  poetry. 

But   now   I've   gone   and   done   the 

things 
I  said  I'd  never  do. 
And  loved  them  every  one  because 
I've  done  them,  dear,  with  you. 


SICK  CHI  DRINKING  SONG 
Sing  a  song  of  gin  fifths 
A  bottle  full  of  rye. 
Four  and  twenty  Sigma  Chi's 
Out  to  drink  or  die! 

When  the  gin  was  finished 
And  the  rye  lapped  up 
All  the  little  Sickma  Chi's 
Really  whooped  things  up! 

Moral:  Never  mix  yer  drinks,  1 

<$>       ♦       ♦ 

This  little  piggy  went  to  market, 
This  little  piggy  stayed  home: 
This  little  piggy  said,  "oui,  oui!" 
And    that's    why    she    never    stays 
home. 

— Bison 


Otto  Ginsberg  and  his  frau. 
Were  gifted  with  a  babe. 
Said  Otto  Ginsberg  to  his  frau, 
"Vat  say  ve  call  him  Abe?" 
"Nottink  doink,"  piped  his  wife 
(Her  accent  not  of  Boston) 
"Since  he  is  a  little  Otto, 
Ve'll  simply  call  him  Austin." 
— Bison 


I'd  sacrifice  my  friend  who  wears 
A  constant  cheerful  grin 
Before  I'd  part  with  one  who  has 
A  fascinating  sin. 

— Froth 


^ 


My   analyze   over   the   ocean, 
My   analyze   over   the   sea, 

My    analyze    over    the    ocean. 
Oh  bring  back  may  anatomy. 
— Exchange 


Women's  faults  are  many, 
Men  have  only  two: 

Everything  they  say. 

And  everything  they  do. 
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THE   FLAVOR  OF  EDGEWORTH 


IS  THE  REASON  I  SMOKE  A  PIPE... 
IT'S  THE  ONLY  MILD  PIPE  TOBACCO 
I  KNOW  WITH  THE  RICH  TOBACCO 


FLAVOR  I  LIKE 


a 


MORE   SMOKING    HOURS    PER   TIN 

Edgeworth  Smoking  Tobacco  is  made  and  guaran- 
teed by  Larus  85  Bro.  Co.,  Richmond,  Va.,  and  is 
sold  in  all  sizes  from  the  15  cent  pocket  package  to 
the  pound  humidor  tin.  Several  sizes  are  put  up 
in  vacuum  packed  tins  in  which  factory  flavor  and 
freshness  are  retained  in  any  climate. 
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PJJKPLE  ^^  P  A  R  ROT 


THE  INQUISITIVE  REPORTER 


Question:  What,  in  the  three 
years  that  you  have  attended 
Northwestern,  do  you  feel  you  have 
gotten  out  of  it. 

Laura  Holt:  Well,  in  the  four 
years  I  have  been  here  I  have  ma- 
jored in  calculus  and  outdoor 
sports.  I  calculates  how  to  get 
them,  and  majors  in  sports  at  Wil- 
mette  Harbor.  As  the  years  go  on 
I  become  more  and  more  success- 
ful, and  I  feel  that  when  I  get  my 
degree  in  three  more  years  that  it 
will  be  justly  earned.  Besides  that 
I  am  taking  some  side  subjects  in 
beauty  queening.  So  far  I  have  run 
for  fifteen  contests. 

Dick  Roedel:  Huh,  I've  learned 
to  eat  with  utensils.  Back  home 
everybody  just  sits  down  and 
dives  in.  and  the  quicker  the  soon- 
er, but  up  here  at  these  sissy  sor- 
ority formals  a  guy  has  just  gotta 
have  manners,  and  so  I  have.  I 
went  out  for  football  to  learn  to 
fend  off  the  femmes,  but  going  out 
for  football  makes  'em  harder  to 
fend  off,  so  where  are  yuh?  As  I 
can  see  it  though  I've  learned  just 
about  all  there  is  to  learn  so  far, 
and  was  invited  to  every  sorority's 
formal  last  year,  and  some  of  them 
more  than  once.  I  can't  ask  more 
of  education. 

Burgett  Smith:  Me  oh  now, 
that's  hard  to  answer,  but  I  can 
tell  you  one  thing,  I  have  learned 
the  meaning  of  real  lifelong  love. 
I  have  been  engaged  seventeen 
times,  so  by  this  time  I  feel  that 
I  know  just  about  all  there  is  to 
know.  In  fact  I  am  thinking  of  ac- 
cepting an  offer  to  write  an 
"Advice  to  the  Lovelorn"  column 
in  one  of  our  prominent  metro- 
politan dailies.  Then,  too,  since 
being  here  I  have  learned  how  to 
be  a  big  shot,  I  have  more  activ- 
ities than  a  Sigma  Nu  has  fleas,  and 
therefore  I  feel  that  life  at  college 
has  given  me  a  great  deal. 


Ernie  Hough:  Now  of  course,  a 
shy  one  like  me,  you  shouldn't  ask 
me  leading  questions  like  that.  Why 
they  might  lead  me  to  talk  about 
myself,  and  then  what  would  peo- 
ple think?  But  all  in  all,  if  you 
must  ask,  I  think  I've  done  pretty 
well.  I  have  gotten  straight  eyes, 
I  mean  A's  for  three  years  and  be- 
sides that  I  have  indulged  in  num- 
erous forms  of  activity,  such  as 
geology  on  the  lake  front,  astron- 
omy from  almost  anywhere,  at 
night  that  is,  coking  in  the  after- 
noons and  the  architectural  struc- 
ture of  sorority  drawing  rooms  and 
porches.  I  think  I've  gotten  a  lot 
out  of  college,  including  a  lot  of 
souvenirs,  of  this  and  that  sort,  but 
here  I  asked  you  not  to  ask  me 
questions  that  might  possibly  in- 
duce me  to  talk  about  myself. 


Laura  Smith:  Thus  far  I 
have  gotten  seventeen  hours  of 
flunk,  sixteen  hours  of  D,  and  fif- 
teen fraternity  pins,  but  I  am  not 
through  yet.  I  will  probably  be 
here  next  year,  and  push  my 
achievements  up  to  thirty  hours  of 
flunk,  twenty-five  of  D  and,  well, 
I  hope,  and  dozen  or  so  more  pins. 
Now  people  have  said  that  since  I 
came  to  college  that  I  have  acquired 
that  certain  thing,  and  I  don't 
know  whether  that  would  be  called 
something  that  I  got  out  of  col- 
lege or  not. 


Dorothy  Johnson:  Suffice  it  to  say 
that,  being  in  the  school  of  com- 
merce as  I  am  that  I  get  lots  and  lots 
of  practice,  so  that  when  I  graduate  I 
shall  probably  be  the  Belle  of  the 
Forties.  I  have  gotten  much  out 
of  the  School  of  Commerce,  and  I 
would  advise  any  girl  who  wants  to 
get  as  much  out  of  school  as  I  have 
to  enroll  there,  as  there  are  lots  and 
lots  of  men,  many  of  whom  are 
pickles,  but  many  of  whom  are 
passable.    Toodle   Oooo   ooo. 
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P  L  R  PL 


PARROT 


When  It's  GOOD  FOOD  and  plenty 
of  it  that 
you  crave 

Joe's 
HUT 

Is  the  Place 
for    YOU! 

724  Clark 
Sreenlaaf  9490 


CENTRAL  GARAGE 

ON  CENTRAL  ST.  BETWEEN 
SHERIDAN  RD.  AND  THE  STADIUM 


GREASING 

EXPERT  REPAIRING 

WE  DELIVER 


1004  Central  St. 


GRE.  8901 


LARGE  enough  to  print  any- 
thing you  may  need. 

SMALL  enough  to  give  you 
personal  attention. 

MuMM  Print  Shop,  Inc. 

FredC.  MuMM  Edward  H.  HoLTZ 

Phones:  Gre.  6900-6901 

1033-35  University  Place        Evanston,  III. 

We  Have  No  Branch  Offices 


(This  begins  a  series  of  articles  of  happenings  one- 
two-three  years  ago.  Don't  think  your  past  is  all  for- 
gotten about;  there  were  PARROTS  even  then!) 

This  goes  back  only  to  the  Navy  Ball  of  1933. 
Did  you  know  that: 

"Mac"  Macintosh  escorted  Shirley  Richardson  who 
had  to  be  paged  when  it  was  time  to  crown  the  queen? 

Jimmy  Martin  pranced  through  his  paces  with  Jane 
Macintosh,  who  was  very  resplendent  in  regal  white 
satin? 

Marty  Graham  and  other  brothers  in  the  bonds  of 
Phi  Delta  Theta  for  some  reason  or  other  just  couldn't 
read  straight  and  were  found  wandering  around  in  the 
wrong  shower  room? 

Dave  Anderson  never  did  find  out  who  he  finally 
took? 

Mills  Hollinger  made  his  entree  at  eleven-thirty 
with  Peg  Gurley? 

Sue  Bickell  had  just  announced  her  engagement  to 
Ken  Rearwin,  and  that  everyone  was  looking  to  Tait 
and  Gilson  to  follow  quickly? 

Jerry  Miller  and  Freddie  Lind  were  gazing  hope- 
fully into  the  eyes  of  one  little  lady — Nancy  Lewis  by 
name,  smooth  by  title,  and  screwy  when  known? 

Libby  Townsend  didn't  go  to  the  Ball,  preferring 
the  drama  of  Hamlet   with  Sunny  Lewis? 

Chuck  Rundall  rather  surprised  people  by  squiring 
Fran  McDaniels,  who  wasn't  exactly  "going  with" 
him  at  that  point? 

Ed  Barnett  had  his  last  date  with  Mary  Manley  at 
the  trample? 

Herman  Bundesen  also  took  Lorna  Anderson  out 
for  one  of  the  last  times  in  history? 

Chile  Southward  was  having  an  awful  time  wig- 
gling out  of  a  tight  spot  concerning  the  Sigma  Chi 
Sweetheart  idea — yes,  he  took  Is  Mulligan  to  the 
Ball? 

Rockie  Nelson  was  all  attention  at  "Ceci"  Abbott's 
beck  and  call?  Ceci  lost  her  earrings  consistently 
throughout  the  evening? 

It  was  rumored  that  Holly  Peck  and  Rusty  Orr 
might  actually  start  going  together  as  a  steady  diet? 

Bud  White  took  Jeannette  Shriner,  who  is  now  en- 
gaged to  someone  else? 

Helen  Garvey  was  at  that  time  wearing  Al  Cory's 
Beta  pin — which  was  beginning  the  third  year  of 
that  affair?      But  now . 

Bill  Gates  took  our  little  Alpha  Fee  friend  Marie 
Stevenson,  and  was  such  a  good  boy  all  evening? 
"Wizz"  CoUyer  went  with  Bryant  Burton? 

People  were  asking,  "Just  what  is  this  Gadfly  any- 
way." 

Next  issue  will  bring  more  of  your  past,  so  bear 
with  us. 

Auld  Lang  Syne 


■^age 


Behind 

the 

Dean's  Desk 


Sits 

Dean  Harrington 

of  the 

School  of  Journalism 

—  Step  up 

and  meet  him! 


Those  who  do  interview  editors  are  either  too  apologetic  or 
too  self-confident.  Many  are  convinced  of  the  impossibility 
of  getting  a  job  and  so  expect  to  be  turned  down.  Others  feel 
that  they  might  just  as  well  ask  for  the  biggest  positions  on 
the  biggest  papers.  They  feel  that  anything  lesser  is  "not 
worthy  of  the  high  calling  of  a  college  graduate." 

Dean  Harrington  suggests  that  the  aspiring  newspaper  men 
rediscover  their  home  towns.  The  novelists  have  done  this 
most  successfully.  If  one  is  so  fortunate  as  not  to  live  in  Chi- 
cago he  has  a  good  chance  of  becoming  a  reporter  on  the  Home- 
town Gossip  and  thus  gain  experience  to  fit  himself  for  the 
World's  Greatest  Newspaper.  But,  the  Dean  insists,  "he 
needs  more  than  a  wistful  yearning.  The  university  never 
guarantees  a  glittering  job.  An  education  is  never  a  substitute 
for  experience." 

In  this  picture  there  seemed  to  be  no  room  for  me.  And  so 
I  asked  Dean  Harrington  if  perhaps  there  weren't  too  many 
people  in  schools  of  journalism.  Too  often  college  is  consid- 
ered a  social  race,  the  Dean  replied.  And  there  are  too  many 
stowaways,  people  who  are  not  members  of  the  crew,  who 
don't  pay  for  their  passage  (intellectually) ,  and  who  consider 
the  four  year  trip  merely  a  pleasure  cruise. 

And  the  good  Dean  finds  this  type  of  journey  a  most  inade- 
quate apprenticeship  for  the  exacting  voyage  upon  which  a 
newspaper  man  embarks.  But  before  the  young  journalists 
embark  upon  the  stormy  and  shark  infested  sea,  I  suggest  that 
they  meet  the  kindly  skipper.  Dean  Harrington. 


THE  HIGHWAY  from  the  DAILY  NORTHWESTERN  to  the 
New  York  Times  is  one  on  which  several  hundred  persons 
set  out  each  June.  Should  the  Medill  School  of  Journalism 
provide  them  with  aeroplane  or  train  service  or  should  the 
ambitious  pilgrims  be  left  to  walk  or  hitchhike.''  With  the 
present  economic  and  social  disapproval  of  the  rugged  individ- 
ualism of  hitchhiking,  not  many  editors  or  even  city  editors 
are  apt  to  stop  their  Cadillacs  and  Packards  and  pick  up  one  of 
the  many  who  line  the  roads  even  if  he  is  equipped  with  a  B.  S. 
in  Journalism.     Thus  the  young  crusader  must  walk. 

For  the  answer  to  this  annual  problem  I  naturally  turned  to 
Dean  Harrington  of  the  School  of  Journalism.  The  Dean 
who  has  held  many  positions  on  a  large  number  of  newspapers 
seems  to  agree  with  Miles  Standish  that  the  only  way  to  get  a 
thing  done  is  fo  do  it  one's  self.  While  a  student  at  Ohio 
State  University,  Dean  Harrington  got  himself  the  position  of 
university  correspondent  on  one  of  the  large  papers.  To  get  a 
job  of  any  sort  today,  a  student  must  exhibit  a  considerable 
amount  of  resourcefulness.  He  must  make  his  own  contacts 
with  prominent  people.  The  students  are  in  college  four 
years,  who  do  they  wait  until  the  last  two  weeks  to  think 
about  a  job?     Dean  Harrington  wonders. 


Interview  by 
Lois  Goldstein 

Another  Dean 
Next  Month! 
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The  Editor  of  the  Daily  Northwestern, 
Phelps   Johnston,    Presents    His 


JSfEWS 


REs^-^V  UES 


CONSIDERING  that  all  of  us  Northwesterners  have 
been  around  for  a  scant  three  weeks  or  less — at  the 
time  this  is  written,  of  course — quite  a  little  bit  has 
happened  right  here  on  the  campus,  and  it  will  per- 
haps be  unnecessary  for  the  purposes  of  this  review 
to  consider  any  events  other  than  those  which  have 
come  to  pass  at  our  own  dear  university. 

As  we  pointed  out  last  time,  the  big  news  of  the 
early  part  of  the  year  has  to  do  with  football — does 
anyone  doubt  it  after  that  snappy  opening  game  and 
with  the  student  body  now  agog  over  the  Iowa  game, 
three  days  ahead  as  we  write?  But  Grayle  Howlett 
writes  so  expertly  of  Wildcat  sport  in  this  rejuvenated 
Parrot  that  anything  we  might  say  would  be  gilding 
the  lily.      We  jump  to  other  matters: 

Nothing  else  that  has  happened  so  far  this  year 
has  given  us  so  much  personal  pleasure  as  the  news 
that  the  PARROT  is  definitely  on  the  safe  side.  Newt 
Lott  has  been  our  fraternity  brother  and  close  friend 
for  three  years  and  we  are  of  course  prejudiced  in  his 
favor,  but  it  really  seems  to  us  that  he  and  his  staff 
have  done  an  admirable  job  of  overhauling  what  has 
for  the  past  few  seasons  been  a  pretty  sorry  excuse 
for  a  college  magazine.  He  and  Bill  Campbell  have 
worked  hard  to  put  the  PARROT  across,  and  they  de- 
serve the  best  break  they  can  get  from  the  Board  of 
Publications  and  from  Northwestern  students. 

We  might  comment  on  the  lack  of  enthusiasm  at 
the  Marquette  game;  everyone  else  seems  to  be  doing 
it.  Our  opinion  is  that  if  students  don't  want  to 
yell  they  won't,  and  the  best  cheerleader  in  the  world 
might  just  as  well  pick  out  a  comfortable  seat  in  the 
stands  and  view  the  situation  at  his  ease.  Not  that 
Northwestern  has  the  best  cheerleaders  in  the  world: 
they  fail  to  recognize  that  enthusiasm  must  have  spon- 
taneity, and  until  they  govern  themselves  in  accord- 
ance with  that  fact  Dyche  stadium  will  witness  few 
organized  explosions  of  that  which  is  called  "school 
spirit." 

School  spirit,  by  the  way,  is  an  abused  term.  At 
Northwestern  it  is  said  to  be  dead  because:  i.  Students 
don't  cheer  at  the  games.  2.  Students  smoke  on  the 
south  campus.  3.  Men  bring  dates  to  athletic  con- 
tests. 4.  There  is  no  longer  a  hobo  day.  5.  There 
is  no  longer  a  circus. 

In   what  way   would   school   spirit  be   triumphant 


if  students  shouted  away  their  voices  at  a  football 
game  or  if  the  perfidious  cigarette  were  never  seen  inside 
the  iron  fence  which  shelters  us  from  the  heartless, 
unromantic  outside  world?  Observance  of  such 
puerilities  constitutes  collegiatism,  not  school  spirit, 
and  the  same  is  true  of  the  traditions  which  remain. 

One  of  them  insists  that  freshmen  wear  the  green 
cap.  The  Interfraternity  council  has  already  gone 
through  the  fol-de-rol  of  setting  a  date  for  cap-burn- 
ing— early  next  spring,  as  we  recall.  Until  then  the 
frosh  will  stalk  about  displaying  their  badges  of 
shame.      Why?     No  one  seems  to  know. 

Nor  does  freshman  discipline  end  with  the  enforced 
wearing  of  the  green  cap.  Clearly  discernible  this 
year  is  a  tendency  to  make  the  lot  of  the  neophyte  still 
harder  by  the  adoption,  in  certain  of  the  university 
dormitories,  of  a  set  of  freshman  rules  patterned  after 
those  in  vogue  in  fraternities.  This  means  that  un- 
affiliated freshmen  will  get  the  bitter  bite  of  fraternity 
life  without  tasting  the  sweet,  and  it  means  further 
that  fraternity  pledges  living  in  open  houses  are  in 
for  a  double  dose  of  "discipline."  We  know  several 
fraternity  men  who  are  waxing  very  wrathy  over  this 
invasion  of  their  domain  by  open  house  upperclass- 
men,  and  a  squabble  may  be  in  the  offing. 

By  the  time  this  appears  in  print,  the  political  pot 
will  be  boiling  merrily,  with  elections  set  for  Octo- 
ber 25.  Already  there  is  a  considerable  stirring  on 
the  fraternity  quads,  made  more  feverish  by  the  fact 
that  the  student  governing  board  sneaked  up  on  the 
politicians  by  emerging  from  the  blue  with  the  an- 
nouncement that  ballots  are  to  be  cast  on  a  day  only 
three  weeks  from  the  date  of  said  ukase.  Tempor- 
arily nonplussed,  the  politicians  are  now  making  up 
for  lost  time.  It  is  too  early  to  say  anything  intelli- 
gent about  campus  politics — assuming  that  anything 
intelligent  can  ever  be  said  about  Northwestern  cam- 
pus politics — but  we  promise  that  in  the  next  PARROT 
we  will  devote  a  deal  of  space  to  this  ever-intriguing, 
ever-asinine  subject. 

Heigh  ho,  and  the  social  season  is  on  our  necks 
already.  It  just  so  happens  that  Dave  Lott,  publicity 
chairman  for  the  Navy  Ball,  has  the  same  name  as 
the  fellow  who  is  editor  of  the  PuRPLE  PARROT.  Isn't 
that  a  coincidence? 
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Courfesy  of  Esquire,  Magazine  for  Men 

Page  18 


"Well,  if  it  ain't  my  old  teacher — H'ya  Skunk!' 


JOHN  GOODHUE 
Again  we  pay  homage  to  a 
leader  among  Navy  men,  John 
Goodhue,  whose  recent  promo- 
tion to  the  position  of  battalion 
commander  of  the  unit  marks  the 
successful  culmination  and  reward 
of  four  years  of  effort,  study,  and 
leadership. 


ROGER  LARSON 
As  Social  Chairman  of  Sextant  and  leader  of 
a  wing  of  the  Grand  March  of  the  Navy  Bail,  all 
honor  is  due  Rog  Larson  for  his  masterful  hand- 
ling of  the  year's  first  formal  function,  the  Navy 
Ball.  We  hope  by  nominating  Rog  to  the  Ha 
of  Fame  to  thereby  acknowledge  the  successful 
completion  of  a  hard  job  well  done. 


CAPT.  GUY  E.  DAVIS,  U.  S.  N. 

honor    Captain    Davis    on    two    accounts: 

jr  his  sterling  ability  as  commanding  officer 

■  Naval  Reserve  Officers'  Training  Corps  at 

western,  and  secondly  for  his  unerring  eye 

;minine  beauty  when  judging  who  shall  be 

ress  of  the  Ball!  May  he  make  as  wise  a  choice 

'ear  as  last! 


CHESTER  TAYLOR,  Phi  Kappa  Psi 
As  President  of  Sextant  and 
leader  of  one  wing  of  the  Grand 
March  at  the  Navy  Ball,  Chip 
again  appears  in  the  Hall  of  Fame 
for  the  second,  and  we  trust  not 
the  last,  time. 
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U.5.N. 


Will  Be 


Miss  Milly  Woodcock 

Chi  Omega 


The 

NAVY 
BALL 


R.O.T.C. 


Empress  of  the  Ball? 


October  19,1934 
Evanston  Country  Club 


.  .  .  long  capes  are  romantic  ...  at  least  so  Jevvons  says 

.  .  .  with  queen  elizabeth  collars  .  .  . 

.  .  .  Jevvons  is  most  emphatic  about  trains  .  .  .  speaking 

for  all  men  .  .  .  they  might  be  stunning  ...  on  models  .  .  . 

but  what  co-ed  can  wear  them  .  .  .  and  dance  .  .  . 

.  .  .  velveteen  tries  night  life  .  .  .  successfully  ...  a  full 

skirt  .  .  .  very  low  neck  .  .  .  butterfly-like  collar  .   .   .  and 

no     back    .    .    .    worn     with     sequin     cocktail     jacket    .    .    . 

MARSHALL  FIELD  &  CO. 

...  or  wool  in  a  dinner  ensemble  .  .  .  white  satin  top  .  .  . 

with  silver  lame  stripe  .  .  .  short  sleeves  linked  with  rhine- 

stones   .   .   .   jacket   of  wool    .    .    .   with   surprising    ermine 

collar  .  .  .  truly  luclen  lelong  .  .  .  MARSHALL  FIELD  &  CO. 

...  a  period  dress  ...  if  you're  the  type  .  .  .  recalls   1770 

.  .  .  red  chiffon  velvet  .  .  .  full  skirt  .  .  .  very  full  skirt  .  .  . 


:luster 


corsage 


off    the    shoulder    neck    line  .    . 

MARSHALL  FIELD  &  CO. 

...  a  seven-eighths  length  wrap 

with  ermine  ...  a  ripple  collar 

.  .  .  and   utterly  becoming   .   . 

velvet  formal   ...  or  anything  else  equally  smooth   .   .   . 

MARSHALL  FIELD  &  CO. 

—  Photos  Courtesy  Marshall  Field  &  Co 


in  black  velvet  bound 
youthful  .  .  .  practical 
Drn    over   black   chiffon 
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Wool?" 


lOining 
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A  S/iorf  Short 

Expose  of 

Co//ege  \.\i& 

in  the  Rah — 

and  Otherwise 


Winzer 


The  professor  slumped  there  in  his  chair  idly  tapping  the  point 
of  his  pencil  on  the  top  of  the  worn  and  splinter-edged  desk.  He 
casually  surveyed  each  student,  beneath  lowered  eyelids,  as  he  or 
she  came  into  the  room  past  his  des!<  and  took  a  seat.  Queer,  he 
thought  to  himself,  that  when  young  people  come  into  a  room  where 
they  know  no  one,  they  will  not  sit  down  right  next  to  anyone,  but 
will  take  a  place  at  least  one  or  two  seats  away.  And  when  the 
last  few  to  enter  the  room  by  necessity  have  to  sit  down  next  to 
someone,  they  will  pay  as  little  attention  to  their  nearest  neighbors 
as  possible.  They  probably  think  that  the  other  person  might  get 
the  idea  that  they  want  to  make  friends,  or  something.  Human 
nature  Is  indeed  queer,  he  thought.  A  nice  looking  youngster, 
book-laden,  stopped  to  speak  to  him,  noticed  his  closed  eyes,  hesi- 
tated,  then    sat    down    obviously    embarrassed. 

Next,  a  beautiful  blonde  sauntered  blithely  in,  pausing  to  sur- 
vey the  other  members  of  the  class,  before  she  deigned  to  sit  near 
any  of  them.  Or  so  it  seemed.  She  was  probably  one  of  those 
wealthy  gals  who  had  been  to  an  Eastern  prep  school,  and  con- 
sequently felt  that  she  had  the  jump  on  the  other  hoi  pollol  in  the 
freshman  class.  Well,  such  girls  were  meat  for  one  of  those  re- 
quired half-hour  conferences.  They  usually  had  some  rather  inter- 
esting  views   on   life. 

He  could  easily  pick  out  the  good  students  from  the  mediocre 
and  bad.  There  was  a  little  Jewish  boy  sitting  in  the  second  row 
who  looked  like  a  smart  one.  And  another  fat  one,  who  had  un- 
hesitatingly chosen  a  front  seat,  looked  a  little  intelligent.  How- 
ever, he  was  'ikely  to  turn  info  a  despicable,  questioning  fool — 
forever  asking  questions  or  telling  stories  entirely  irrelevant  to  the 
lecture  or  discussion  going  on.  That  kind  of  person  always  picked 
front    row    seats. 

A  glance  to  the  back  ranks  revealed  two  or  three  who  might 
be  Just  naturally  shy,  but  the  rest  were  the  proverbial  modern  col- 
lege students — not  out  for  an  education  but  for  a  good  time  and 
a  husband.  There  was  one  big  fellow  whom  the  football  coach 
had  probably  recruited  from  Cicero.  No  doubt  he  would  be  get- 
ting a  letter  from  the  coach  within  a  few  days  carefully  instructing 
him  "to  keep  an  eye  on — ";  but  it,  in  reality,  meant,  "You're  on  the 
spot.  Pass  him  or  else."  Oh  well,  he  had  no  qualms  of  con- 
science about  such  matters.  Athletics  he  felt  played  a  major  part 
in  the  size  of  enrollment,  and  if  only  a  few  students  came  to  col- 
lege here  as  a  result  of  the  previous  year's  football  team  being 
punk,  he  would  probably  find  himself  out  of  a  job.  And  if  he 
flunked  some  of  the  athletes  which  might  cause  the  football  team 
■to    be    punk    the    next    season,    the    coach    would    probably    get    him 


fired.      So,    where    were    you?      Reduced 
probably. 

The  bell  rang,  breaking  up  his  Idle  train  of  thought.  He  didn't 
move  for  a  few  minutes,  waiting  until  he  felt  that  all  eyes  were 
upon  him.  Then,  slowly,  he  let  the  chair  down  to  its  front  two  legs, 
reached  into  his  old  brown  brief  case  which  was  lying  open  on  top 
of  the  desk  and  pulled  out  a  green  packet  of  cards,  bound  with  a 
rubber  band  This  he  snapped  off,  and  wound  around  the  end  of 
his  pencil  wi'-h  a  great  deal  of  care.  Well,  he  had  to  take  up  time 
some  way.  He  couldn't  let  them  out  too  soon.  They  might  get 
the  notion  that  he  was  going  to  be  easy.  He  would  spike  that 
idea    with    an    assignment    right    away. 

He  called  roll,  completely  mispronouncing  only  about  three  of 
the  names  and  calling  just  two  people  by  the  wrong  sex.  Well, 
that  wasn't  so  bad.  He  recalled  that  he  had  done  worse.  At  least 
there  were  no  Russian  or  Chinese  names  among  them  with  which 
he  would  have  to  cope  for  the  next  semester.  He  remembered 
one  little  Japanese  girl  who  had  a  name  with  five  words  to  it.  He 
never  knew  where  to  begin  when  calling  her  by  her  last  name. 
Well,  now  TO  watch  them  wilt  when  they  heard  their  assignment. 
Ho  always  liked  to  gloat  over  the  pained  expressions  when  he  gave 
out   this    first    swell    requirement. 

As  he  pronounced  it,  he  studied  the  counte 
satellites,  as  he  chose- to  think  of  them.  Fi 
luscious  blonde  whose  name  he  had  discovered 
She  was  blase  even  while  writing  it  down  in 
too  bad  her  last  name  began  with  an  "M,"  because  th 
put   her   in   the   front   row.     What   a    break! 

The  little  Jew  boy  in  the  second  row  had  stuck  his  under  li| 
out  and  was  viewing  skeptically  what  he  had  written  with  a  littl 
stubby   pencil   on   the   first  page   of  an   obviously   new   notebook.      H 


nces  of  his   youthful 

■    he    looked    at    the 

as   Marion   Madison. 

notebook.      It    was 

he   couldn't 


probably    didn't    like 
so   he   could   like   It  or 


lithe 


But    it 


requirec 


lump 


/ing   a   piece  of  paper 

3II    the    people    in    his 

could     not    lend     him 


The  athlete  was  stil!  In  the  process  of  borro 
and  something  to  write  with.  He  had  tried 
immediate  vicinity,  who  either  would  not  01 
the  articles  he  needed.  Finally  he  succeeded  in  completing  his 
equipment  when  a  girl  with  straight  hair  and  glasses  gave  him  her 
eversharp  to  use.  The  girl  seemed  not  a  little  bit  pleased  to  have 
him.  even  notice  her.  The  athlete  now  asked  to  have  the  assignment 
repeated,  with  which  request  the  professor  complied,  albeit  with 
a  slight  display  of  annoyance. 

at  the   beginning   of  the   hour  Wednesday.   Any 


'ill   be 


"Th 
questions?" 

Silence. 

"Class    dismissed." 

He  tioped  his  chair  back,  clasped  his  hands  behind  his  neck, 
and  Idly  watched  them  rush  out  of  the  room  like  so  many  cattle  or 
sheep — he  didn't  know  which,  nor  did  he  care.  Silence  settled  In  the 
now-empty  room.  The  flies  buzzed  monotonously — grating  on  his 
nerves. 

"Sheep!"   he   exploded   abruptly.   "Baa-a-a!" 


A  nice  looking  youngster,  hesitated — then  sat  down. 
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BIG    MEN    ON    MCKINLOCK  CAMPUS 


WALTER  F.  BORN  ROSCOE  T.  CRANE 

Director,   Commerce   Club  Director,   Commerce   Club 


MCKINLOCK  MUTTERINGS 


ADVICE 

"Dear  Parrot: 

"If  you  were  to  give  the  students  down  here  a  break 
once  in  a  while,  maybe  you'd  sell  a  few  subscriptions.  I 
might  even  buy  one  myself  if  the  magazine  warranted — 
what  we  would  like  to  see  in  the  Parrot  is  a  page  or  two 
for  our  own  use — written  by  our  own  men.  Gossip — news 
— pictures — a  column  open  for  letters  such  as  this  one 
(which,  by  the  way,  will  probably  end  up  in  the  waste- 
basket).  If  you  were  to  do  this  .  .  .  well,  the  very  least  it 
would  do  would  be  to  knit  the  two  campuses  more  closely 
together,  and  God  knows  they  need  it! 

"Think  it  over,  Parrot! 

"Medicine  '37" 


JOHN  LENEHAN 

Financial  Secretary, 
Commerce   Club 


WALTER  HILL 

Treasurer, 
Commerce   Club 


WE    HAVE    THOUGHT 
IT   OVER-AND    HOW! 

Well,  Medicine  '37,  we  took  you  at  your  word,  several 
of  them  in  fact,  and  you  got  your  wish,  hiere  is  what  we 
sincerely  hope  will  become  one  of  the  outstanding  depart- 
ments of  the  New  PURPLE  PARROT.  Its  columns  are  wide 
open  to  any  and  all  contributors  coming  from  the  McKin- 
lock  Student  Body.  We  only  hope  that  they  will  make  use 
of  its  facilities.  With  their  cooperation,  it  will  flourish — 
without  It,  it  will  fall  from  lack  of  material.  Drop  your 
contributions  to  this  department  in  the  PURPLE  PARROT 
Box  located  at  the  Book  Store.  Anything  from  a  short  story 
to  a  classroom  crack  will  be  appreciated  .  .  .  and  used.  We 
need  them! 
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^  ANCIENT   PH1LQ5QPRY 

V    CSOCRATE5'    MORALITY, WHILE 

ADVANCED   FOR  HI5  CRUDE 

<y^^^^AND  BARBAROUS  TIMES 


^^ORE  or  5ftME 


SOCRATES  FOUND  IT 
NECESSARY  TO  BEGIN 
ETC, ETC., SO   ON- 


THE  FOG  THICKENS  <^  % 


MODERN  PHILOSOPHY 

ANYBODY  CAN   BE  A 
PHILOSOPHER  -  \a;iTH 
PIPE   LOAD  or 
MILD,  MELLOW      . 

PRINCE  ALBERTi 


Copyrtght,  1934,  B.  J.  Beynolda  Tobacco  Company 


AFTER  EVERY  CLASS 


IT  RINGS  THE  BELL! 


"RINCE  albert  earned  its  title,  "The  National  Joy  Smoke"  by 
being  a  blend  of  the  choicest,  top-quality  tobaccos — tobaccos  from 
which  all  the  "bite"  is  removed  by  a  special  process.  That's  why  Prince 
Albert  is  such  a  cool,  mild,  and  mellow  smoke.  Try  it!  One  pipe  load 
of  Prince  Albert  will  open  up  new  vistas  of  pipe  pleasure  for  you! 

Fringe  Albert 


/7 
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The 


NAVY  BALL 


FRIDAY,  OCTOBER  19th 
EVANSTON  COUNTRY  CLUB 
DANCING  9  -  2 
Pledging  of  Sextant  Members 
CROWNING  OF  THE  EMPRESS 
BIDS— $4.00 


My  Man  Jevvons 
Tells  Me 


(A  few  choice  words  to 
the  wise  college  man!) 

That  the  blighter  In  the  top  cut  opposite  is  about  to  hie 
himself  to  the  Navy  Ball  sans  ticket  sans  date,  but  with 
a  heart  that  sings  with  confidence  that  the  nautical  chaps 
who  are  running  the  show  will  admit  him  on  the  sheer 
elegance  of  his  costume. 

Aforesaid  immaculate  onion  meets  the  approval  of  the 
exacting  Jevvons'  eye  because  his  white  pique  waistcoat 
does  not  show  beneath  the  modified  front  of  his  tail  coat; 
his  two-button  shirt  is  blessed  with  white  pearl  studs  in 
preference  to  black  or  smoked;  he  is  shod  in  patent  leather 
pumps  innocent  to  toe  caps  or  other  embellishment  (al- 
though black  kid  would  have  done  as  well),  and  last  but 
not  least,  because  somewhere  in  the  mysterious  recesses 
of  his  wardrobe,  ready  for  service  ere  the  call  to  arms  dies 
on  his  lips,  rests  a  silk  topper  or  a  collapsible  opera  hat. 
These  little  points  are  meat  and  drink  to  Jevvons. 

And  now  out-of-doors — the  perfect  gentleman's  gentle- 
man indulges  with  an  approving  nod  to  sturdy  sportsmen 
who  arm  themselves  against  the  beastly  chilly  breezes  that 
howl  about  the  upper  reaches  of  the  stadium  with  a  wrap- 
around topcoat  of  grey  checked  fleece  with  full  raglan 
shoulders,  peaked  lapels,  broad  ulster  collar,  strap  cuffs, 
slash  pockets  and  two  vertical  pleats  in  back. 

With    the    coat,    or   in    fact   with    anything,    will    go   the 
new   convert   hat — a    grey-tan    mixture   with    modified   curl 
brim  and  black  band.   This  color  phase  was 
designed  for  utility  as  well  as  style  and  it  is 

the   first  time  that  covert  cloth    has   been 
used  for  men's  hats. 

Another  bit  of  head  gear  that  warmed 
the  cockles  of  old  Jevvons'  heart  was  the 
air-flow  felt  with  the  crown  high  in  front 
and  broken  down  in  back — color  African 
brown. 

And  as  a  closing  fid-bit  of  advice  to  all 
you  guys  and  gals,  yowsah! — Jevvons  says 
that  Yale's  latest  concoction  is  pink  shirts 
and  black  pointed-bow  ties!     Tie  that! 

See  you  next  month —  ^^F^H 

The    Rt.    Hon.    Charles  ^ISf^H 

Wiedeman  ^^|^H 
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Jevvons 


on  the  left,  a  Charter-House  double 
breasted  dinner  jacket.  Ribbed-satin 
lapels.  The  Hub 


above,    the    ultra    smartly   tailored    full 
dress,  complete  with  accessories. 

McFarland's 


on  the  right,  a  double  breasted  Ches- 
terfield and  bowler  for  proper  evening 
dress  wear  substitute  a  topper,  and 
you  have  proper  formal  wear! 

Marshall  Field  and  Co. 


Approves 
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Eugene  L  Ray 


WELCOMES  NORTHWESTERN 

The  purpose  of  your  Photograph 
is  to  Portray  you  at  your  best  — 
A  responsibility  we  gladly  assume. 


EUGENE  L.  RAY 

Official   Photographer  for  Northwestern   University 

Studio:  1606  Chicago  Ave.       Evanston 
Uni.  2238 


WERY  often  in  university 
activities  there  arises  the 
need  for  printing.  Students 
feel  a  great  deal  of  satis- 
faction in  being  able  to  take 
such  printing  problems  to  an 
organization  like  Lloyd  Hol- 
lister  Inc.  for  courteous  and 
practical   assistance. 


LLOYD  HOLLISTER  INC. 

Printers  -  Publishers  -  Engravers 

1232  Central  Avenue 
WILMETTE:  ILLINOIS 

•SHELDRAKE  1216 
•GREENLEAF  4300 
•WILMETTE  4300 
•WINNETKA       500 


" —  Fellows,  Pick  a  Goal  Guard!" 

By  Ethel  Jane  Moe 

HOWDY,  girls!  Your  coed  reporter,  always  wanting  to 
do  the  best  by  her  lady  fans,  dashed  around  to  get 
a  slant  on  the  sports.  It  seems  the  women's  side  of  the 
sporting  news  has  been  sadly  overlooked. 

hlow  about  a  little  low-down  on  a  few  of  the  feminine 
hockey  enthusiasts?  Every  time  you  see  Elizabeth  Blair,  the 
genial  head  of  this  sport,-  around,  she  has  a  huge  sign-up 
sheet  In  hand.  Don't  take  it  to  bed  with  you,  Libby.  Mar- 
garet Watt,  one  of  the  K.  D.'s  gifts  to  hockey,  is  seen  "wing- 
ing" her  way  up  and  down  the  field.  W.  A.  A.'s  president, 
Charlotte  Capron  is  a  regular  hockey  fiend.  And  you  will 
always  see  Doris  Kendall,  otherwise  known  as  "Deke,"  and 
last  year's  head  of  hockey,  around  and  about.  Helen  Day 
and  Stubby  Leach  are  holding  down  jobs  and  starring  In 
hockey,  too.  That's  the  spirit,  ma  femmes!  You  will  see 
Marion  Gale  guarding  the  goal.  And  incidently  fellows, 
if  you  want  to  flirt  with  a  hockey  girl,  the  goal  guard  Is 
the  best  one  to  choose — if  the  other  team  is  n.  g.  (But  par- 
don me,  this  is  strictly  a  women's  column,  or  is  it? 

When  you  see  a  pink  ribbon  and  a  pair  of  non-regulation 
shorts,  you  will  know  that  V.  Rice  Is  Inside,  hlockey  could  not 
do  without  its  Carolyn  Lumpp  and  Marlon  hledrick,  either. 
Do  you  see  that  sweet  little  number  over  there?  it  is  none 
other  than  Virginia  Smith.  This  sport  has  a  way  with  Sinnyr 
It  brings  out  the  roses  in  her  cheeks — this  and  who  else? 
Good  old  St.  Louis  has  sent  two  hockey  stars,  Pat  Dobson 
and  Eloise  Chase.  Molly  Mercer  and  Dolly  Kllnk,  the  two 
little  Alpha  Phi  pledges,  got  their  experience  along  the 
North  Shore,  so  they  ought  to  be  good!  With  "Penn"  ex- 
perience, Muriel  Reynolds  should  be  "hot  stuff,"  too.  And 
so  much  for  the  hockey  players. 

Right  now,  the  Friday  night  social  dancing,  offered  by 
Mrs.  Marlon  Kurtz,  is  all  the  rage.  You  wall  flowers  should 
come  out  and  learn  how,  in  a  very  short  time,  you  too  can 
be  alluring.  We  know  It's  hard  to  believe — but  it  costs 
nothing  to  try! 


■^age 
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Listening  In  on  the  Conference 

By  Roy  Frentz  Jr. 

We  hear  squeals,  static,  and  noise  from  the  Minnesota 
Gopher.  They  have  a  team  this  year  in  the  Scandinavian 
state,  and  they're  letting  everyone  know  it. 

The  mighty  Minnesota  Maulers  are  no  more.  But  in 
their  place  has  sprung  up  a  smaller,  faster,  cleverer  team 
— the  Bierman  edition.  This  team  has  everything,  accord- 
ing to  reports  from  Minneapolis.  Passing,  kicking,  block- 
ing, and  fight.  Shock-haired  "Pug"  Lund,  1933  All-Ameri- 
can  half-back,  leads  the  Gopher  squad.  Lund  had  his 
right  little  finger  amputated  last  spring  so  that  he  could 
handle  the  ball  better.  His  hard,  driving  runs  will  be  hard 
to  stop,  and  he  also  passes,  punts,  and  plays  a  good  defen- 
sive game. 

The  Gopher  backfield  is  not  the  same  as  in  1933,  al- 
though the  entire  1933  backfield  has  returned.  Seidel  at 
quarter,  Beise  at  full,  and  Alphonse  at  the  other  half  com- 
posed with  Lund  the  1933  backfield.  This  year  a  sopho- 
more, Art  Clarkson,  has  apparently  beaten  out  Alphonse. 
Clarkson,  who  is  reputed  to  show  the  best  all  around  pos- 
sibilities of  any  Gopher  soph  for  years,  can  pass  with  either 
hand  and  kick  with  either  foot. 

As  for  reserves  in  the  backfield,  Minnesota  has  them 
too.  Proffit,  regular  two  years  ago,  is  back.  LeVoir,  one 
of  the  best  defensive  backs  in  the  Western  Conference, 
and  a  smart  signal-caller,  is  out.  Stan  Kostka,  sophomore 
fullback,  showed  his  line-smashing  ability  in  the  game 
against  North  Dakota,  which  the  Gophers  won  56-12. 
Kostka  scored  four  touchdowns  in  this  game.  George 
Roscoe,  halfback,  might  develop  into  a  regular  before  the 
end  of  the  season. 

A  veteran  line  from  end  to  end.  The  answer  to  a 
coach's  prayer.  What  every  coach  dreams  about.  That's 
what  confronted  Bierman  this  year.  Only  Roy  Oen,  cen- 
ter, was  lost  from  the  1933  Gophers,  hie  has  been  re- 
placed by  Dale  Rennebohm,  1933  reserve  center,  and 
George  Svendsen,  regular  tackle  last  year.  Dick  Smith 
and  Phil  Bengtson,  who  alternated  at  tackle  with  Svendsen 
in  1933,  are  closely  pressed  for  the  tackle  positions  by  the 
sophomore,  Widseth.  Oech,  another  sophomore,  has 
apparently  won  a  guard  position,  while  the  veteran  Sevan 
holds  down  the  other. 

And  so  we  find  three  sophomores  have  come  up  to  beat 
out  three  regulars  of  the  1933  undefeated  Gopher  team. 
The  remaining  regulars,  although  they  have  at  least  a  year 
of  experience  more  than  the  sophs,  know  they  have  to 
fight  to  retain  their  positions.     This  setup  is  ideal. 

Minnesota's  schedule  this  fall  comprises  some  of  the 
best  teams  of  the  country.  Nebraska,  Pittsburgh,  Michi- 
gan, Iowa,  will  all  be  met.  If  the  Gophers  are  able  to  run 
through  this  schedule  undefeated,  they  will  undoubtedly 
be  acknowledged  the  best  team  in  the  country.  It  is  our 
opinion  that  the  Gophers  will  remain  undefeated.  An 
unexcelled  backfield,  playing  behind  a  superb,  experi- 
enced line,  gives  the  Gophers  an  almost  unbeatable  team. 
Can  Michigan  upset  the  Gophers? 


A  Grand 

Suit  of 
Crompton    Corduroy 


CORDUROY  takes 
its  place  this  se- 
mester along  with 
calculus,  sociology 
and  football  as  an 
essential  adjunct  to 
University  life.     .     . 

Here  is  a  grand 
outfit  of  Crompton 
Corduroy  stressing 
a  keen  version  of  the 
Norfolk  jacket  as 
worn  at  Princeton 
and  Yale.  You  can't 
see  it  in  this  picture 
but  it  also  has  a 
dashing  two-hinged 
sports  back.     .     .     . 

Would  you  add 
sartorial  glamour  to 
the  daily  classroom 
grind?  Slip  into  one 
of  these  Corduroy 
suits! 


Featured  hy 


The  Hub,  Inc. 
Marshall  Field  &  Co. 


Baer  Bros.  &.  Prody,  Inc. 
Gasstnan  Bros.  &  Co. 


CROMPTON  — RICHMOND    COMPANY— INC. 

I  07  I  SIXTH  AVENUE  AT  4  I  ST  STREET,  NEW  YORK  CITY 

@  lOni  e-K  Co.  Inc. 


Gridiron  Flashbacks 


Brisk  October  Afternoons  .  .  .  football  memories  .  .  . 
running  riot  .  .  .  flashing  in  and  out  with  the  lunge  of  every 
tackier  .  .  .  the  snap  of  every  huddle  .  .  .  the  deft  dodging 
of  every  touchdown-bound  halfback  .  .  .  names  and  deeds 
of  men  of  bygone  days  .  .  .  fill  the  consciousness  of  every 
Alumni  .  .  .  watching  the  Purple  of  1934  .  .  .  they,  too,  are 
filling  golden  days  with  deeds  that  will  be  memories  in 
years  to  come  .  .  . 

.  .  .  For  those  who  remember  best  .  .  .  Paddy  Driscoll,  twice 
leader  of  the  Purple  .  .  .  now  a  hiigh  School  Athletic  instruc- 
tor in  Chicago  .  .  .  Harry  Allen  .  .  .  star  in  the  year  1904 
...  in  a  Chicago  Law  firm  .  .  .  the  years  06  and  '07  when 
football  was  prohibited  at  Northwestern  .  .  .  Dave  August 
.  .  .  twice  Captain  of  the  teams  that  lifted  this  ban  in 
1908  and  1909  ..  . 

.  .  .  Of  more  recent  vintage  .  .  .  Tim  Lowry,  Captain  in 
memorable  '25  .  .  .  lawyer  .  .  .  also  in  the  windy  city  .  .  . 
Jack  Hathway,  Graham  Penfield,  Bob  Wienecke  ...  all 
names  that  put  the  punch  In  the  Wildcat  for  the  Alumni 
of  the  early  twenties  .  .  . 

.  .  .  hlow  many  Alumni  do  not  remember  ...  of  more  recent 
fame  .  .  .  Vic  Gustafson  .  .  .  still  on  the  gridiron  as  coach 
at  Wheaton  .  .  .  Walt  hlolmer  .  .  .  assistant  to  Pat  Hanley 
at  Boston  University  .  .  .  hiank  Bruder  .  .  .  Luke  Johnsos 
.  .  .  professional  footballers  .  .  .  still  noted  for  crack  and 
drive  .  .  .  Dal  Marvil  .  .  .  whom  Seniors  saw  In  action  .  .  . 
coaching  at  the  University  of  San  Francisco  .  .  .  Moon 
Baker  of  '26  .  .  .  now  an  adopted  son  of  California  .  .  . 
recently  married  .  .  .  Henry  Anderson,  '29  .  .  .  better  known 
as  "Heine"  .  .  .  living  now  in  Minneapolis  .  .  .  Pug  Rentner, 
'32  .  .  .  with  an  eye  toward  his  professional  football  career 
beginning  this  October  .  .  . 

.  .  .  For  Alumni  of  yesterday  to  remember  .  .  .  for  students 
of  today  to  know  .  .  .  Charlie  Ward,  '02,  now  with  the 
Northwestern  University  Department  of  Finance  .  .  .  Jack 
Heuss,  Captain  '33  .  .  .  Jakie  Sullivan  .  .  .  Ollle  Olson  .  .  . 
remaining  with  the  Purple  to  see  their  deeds  emulated 
end  repeated  .  .  . 


1     It's  a  NEW  Deal,  Mr.  Editor,  and  here  is  MY  support. 
j     Send  that  first  issue  of  the  new  Purple  Parrot  pronto! 
•      To                                                                                

1      Street                                                                           

'                                                  5    Issues    for    $1.00 

I                                        with   "Life"   magaiine— $1.25 

-d 

Alumni  Loudspeaker! 

A  New  Convert 

October    10,    1934. 
MR.  DAVIS  N.  LOTT,  Editor, 
THE  PURPLE  PARROT. 
Dear  Sir: 

I  am  very  anxious  to  take  advantage  of  your  ALUMNI 
LOUDSPEAKER  to  let  you  and  the  Alumni  know  just  what 
I  think  of  your  first  issue  of  the  PURPLE  PARROT.  Let  me 
offer  you  my  congratulations  on  what  I  consider  an  excel- 
lent project  well  begun. 

When  they  told  me  that  the  PURPLE  PARROT  was  giv- 
ing   a    new   deal,    I    cynically   said   to   my   wife,    "Another 

shuffle,   Mrs.  G ,   another  shuffle.     Just  don't  pay  any 

attention  to  such  high-class  ballyhoo.     They  won't  produce 
the  goods." 

And  then  last  week  someone  carelessly  handed  me  the 
Campus  Celebrities  Issue  and  from  the  first  glimpse  of  that 
cover,  Mr.  Editor,  I  was  sold.  Your  editorials,  jokes,  fea- 
tures, and  what  not  were  just  what  I  had  always  wanted  to 
see  in  a  Campus  magazine. 

You've  put  out  a  real  book,  Mr.  Editor — why  Alums  will 
not  only  be  glad  to  read  it,  but  they'll  be  proud  to  show 
Northwestern's  PARROT  to  their  friends  from  other 
schools. 

I'm  in  such  a  rush  to  take  advantage  of  your  excellent 
subscription  offer  that  I'm  not  waiting  on  all  my  NU  friends 
who  are  also  planning  to  subscribe. 

Stick  by  your  guns,  young  fellow,  the  Alumni  are  behind 
you.  Those  who  have  seen  this  new  PARROT  have  already 
subscribed  and  those  who  don't  know  about  the  New  Deal 
PARROT  are  going  to  be  informed  by  one  enthusiastic 
salesman. 

C.  M.  G.,  '28. 

Another  Booster! 

Dear  Dave: 

Perhaps  you  don't  remember  me.  I  was  a  Senior  when 
you  were  a  Sophomore,  and  we  sat  next  to  each  other  In 
Pol.  Scl.  class.  Marveling  at  the  Ingenious  methods  you 
employed  In  evading  the  prof.'s  pointed  questions,  I  told 
myself  that  you  were  a  young  man  destined  to  go  places 
In  our  fair  college.  At  last,  it  seems,  my  private  prophecy 
has  seen  Its  fulfillment.  I  refer,  of  course,  to  the  masterful 
way  In  which  you  handled  the  first  number  of  the  rejuve- 
nated PURPLE  PARROT.  The  PARROT  has  been  lifted 
out  of  the  gutter  to  the  curbstone.  I  hope  It  will  rise  even 
farther.  I  want  you  to  congratulate  your  feature  staff  for 
me  on  the  excellent  articles,  interviews,  and  departments 
which  embellished  Polly's  pages. 

The  jokes  are  not,  thank  God,  excruciatingly  funny. 
Excruciatingly  funny  jokes  are  usually  unfit  to  read,  and 
while  I  go  for  them  myself,  in  the  same  way  that  I  go  for 
beer,  some  people  are  apt  to  take  them  In  poor  faith. 

Enclosed  find  my  $1.50.  I  would  send  two  bits  extra,  but 
I  am  only  twenty-four  years  old,  and  everybody  knows  that 
Life  begins  at  forty. 

Sincerely, 
(Signed)  R.  A.  "Scotty"  T.,  '33. 
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URPLE      ALUMINARIES 


Richard  J.  Hopkins,  former  attorney  general  of  Kansas,  associate  jus- 
tice State  Supreme  Court,  federal  judge,  LL.B  1907.  Rufus  B.  von 
Kleinsmid,  president  University  of  Southern  California,  a  founder  of 
the  American  Association  of  Clinical  Criminology,  B.A.  1905.  Daniel 
L.  Marsh,  president  Boston  University,  B.A.  1906,  M.A.  1907.  Isaac  A. 
Abt,   specialist   in    pediatrics,    professor   of   Pediatrics   at    Northwestern 


University  Medical  School.  M.D.  1891.  Frederick  R.  DeYoung.  judge 
of  the  Supreme  Court  of  Illinois,  former  judge  In  Circuit  and  Superior 
courts.  LL.B.  1897.  LL.D.  1927.  Ralph  E.  Heilman,  economist,  dean  of 
Northwestern  University  School  of  Commerce,  M.A.  1907.  Robert  R. 
McCormick,  editor  and  publisher  of  the  Chicago  Tribune. 


Courtesy  of  Esquire,  Magazine  for  Men 


"An  Aperitif" 


According  to  the  calender  today 
is  October  lo,  1934.  One  of  these 
modernistic  alarm  clocks  (you 
know,  the  kind  that  does  every- 
thing but  serve  breakfast  in  bed) 
looks  out  over  this  desk  with  a  face 
that  says  10:55  p.  m.  Downstairs 
the  "Idol  of  the  Air  Lanes"  is  ply- 
ing his  trade  from  a  Philco. 

In  reality  that's  the  set-up  as  this 
is  being  typed.  But  reality  doesn't 
control  one's  thoughts.  And  ours 
are  not  here.  They  are  over  in  Dyche 
Stadium.  The  date  isn't  October  10, 
1934.  It's  November  18,  1933.  A 
member  of  the  Fourth  Estate  seated 
next  to  us  in  the  press  box  reports 
the  time  as  2:30  p.  m.  The  "Idol 
of  the  Air  Lanes  "  is  probably  asleep. 
The  organized  noise  here  is  being 
furnished  by  Glenn  Cliff  Bainum 
and  some  hundred  or  so  Purple-uni- 
formed Northwestern  students. 

On  the  ribbed  field  below  eleven 
young  men,  appropriately  labeled 
Wildcats,  are  exchanging  Warner 
blocks,  tackles,  cuss-words  and  oth- 
er weapons  of  the  trade  with  a  sim- 
ilar group  of  huskies  from  Notre 
Dame,  Ind.  A  gathering  of  approxi- 
mately 40,000  is  banked  around 
the  gridiron. 

The  boys  are  going  about  the 
business  of  winding  up  what  has 
been,  from  both  standpoints,  a 
profitless  first  quarter.  Notre  Dame 
partisans  are  taking  a  little  nip  to  the 
zero  after  Northwestern  on  the  green 
scoreboard  at  the  north  end  of  the 
field  and  vice  versa.  A  Mexican 
stand-off.  Everybody  happy  but 
Dick  Hanley,  "Hunk"  Anderson 
and  the  scribes  who  have  had  to 
wrestle  with  such  names  as  Mazzi- 
oti,  Brancheau  and  those  of  a  few 
other   Irishmen. 


As  the  period  ticks  to  a  close  the 
Ramblers  have  hurled  the  Wildcats 
back  to  their  own  20-yard  line. 
That's  the  situation  as  we  peer 
down  on  the  field  at  this  moment. 
A  great  Northwestern  line  is  dig- 
ging itself  in  for  the  inevitable.  The 
Notre  Dame  backfield  shifts  to  the 
left.  Gorman  spirals  the  ball  back. 
Lukats  drives  to  his  left,  hands  the 
parcel  to  Gary  Don  Elser  and 
throws  a  block  into  a  Northwestern 
tackle.  Elser,  running  hard,  swings 
wide  around  his  right  end,  then  cuts 
in  sharply. 

And  then  it  happens.  Al  Kawal, 
charging  low  across  the  line  of 
scrimmage,  gives  his  right  shoulder 
to  the  guard  leading  Elser.  Before 
he  can  center  his  full  attention  on 
the  ball  carrier,  lumbering  Don  has 
cracked  into  Kawal's  left  shoulder 
with  all  the  power  that  a  ten-second 
man  packing  over  two  hundred 
pounds  can  put  into  a  wallop. 
*      *      * 

"And,"  grinned  Al,  as  he  recon- 
structed the  incident  the  other  night 
after  practice,  "football  and  I  parted 
company  for  the  rest  of  that  sea- 
son." That's  the  story  of  Kawal's 
debutante  shoulder  and  its  second 
"coming  out"  party.  In  the  writer's 
mind  will  always  remain  the  pic- 
ture of  Al  Kawal  as  he  left  the  bat- 
tlefield that  afternoon,  not  quite  a 
year  ago,  holding  his  left  shoulder 
with  his  right  hand. 

That  injury  was  serious.  It 
threatened  to  cut  short  a  brilliant 
athletic  career.  And  it  would  have 
cut  short  that  career  had  anyone 
else  but  the  sturdy  Mr.  Kawal  tak- 
en the  rap.  For  if  there  has  ever 
been  an  example  of  persistence 
against  heavy   odds,   al   has   shown 


it  throughout  the  past  ten  months 
as  he  struggled  along  with  that 
shoulder. 

It  first  popped  out  the  week  be- 
fore the  opening  of  the  1933  grid 
season.  It  forced  Kawal  to  watch, 
from  the  bench,  his  mates  take  a  7 
to  o  whipping  at  the  hands  of  Ossie 
Solem's  Iowa  eleven.  Then  it  qui- 
eted down,  permitting  him  to  em- 
barrass backs  and  linemen  wearing 
the  colors  of  Stanford,  Indiana, 
Ohio,  Minnesota  and  Illinois.  But 
it  was  commencing  to  get  jumpy 
again.  And  it  took  the  second  step 
in  the  opening  quarter  of  the  afore- 
mentioned Notre  Dame  game.  Out 
she  popped  and,  in  the  same  stroke, 
Kawal  passed  from  the  '33  collegi- 
ate football  scene. 

But  while  he  was  through  on  the 
gridiron.  Kawal  still  entertained 
thoughts  of  helping  "Dutch"  Lon- 
borg  and  the  Northwestern  cagers 
retain  the  Western  Conference  bas- 
ketball championship  they  had 
shared  with  Ohio  State  the  season 
before.  He  fretted  through  the  prac- 
tice games.  He  sat,  in  civilian 
clothes,  on  the  Wildcat  bench  dur- 
ing the  early  Big  Ten  clashes. 

But,  so  they  tell  us,  all  things 
come  to  him  who  waits  and  A.  Ka- 
wal was  no  exception.  He  broke 
into  his  first  1933-34  basketball 
game  on  the  night  of  February  i  3 
and  turned  in  a  brilliant  defensive 
exhibition  as  the  Wildcats  tripped  a 
highly  -  regarded  Iowa  five.  He 
couldn't  shoot  very  well,  but  broth- 
er— neither  could  his  man! 

He  seemed  set  and  ready  to  go 
again,  after  a  period  of  some  three 
months  athletic  idleness.  He  started 
against        (Continued  on  page  39) 
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RECORD  RECORDS 


THE 


PHONOGRAPH 

Franklin   H.  Keeran 


Strange  — Hal     Kemp               

.    Superb 

Lost  in  a   Fog  — Rudy  Vallee 

.      Smooth 

Pop!  Goes  Your  Heart  — Abe  Lyman 

Swing 

It's    All    Forgotten    Now  — Hal    Kemp        

.Smooth 

Stars   Fell   on   Alabama  —  Freddy   Martin 

Smooth 

Somewhere  in  Your   Heart— Don   Beitor 

Smooth 

Angry    Jungle  —  Reginald    Forsythe 

Blue 

The    Continental  — Leo    Reisman 

Swing 

Serenade    for    a    Wealthy    Widow  —  Reginald    Forsythe 

.,      Blue 

Out  in   the   Cold   Again  —  Glen    Gray           

...Smooth 

You're    Nothing    but   a    Nothing  —  Raynnond    Paige 

Silly 

It  Was  Sweet  of  You  —  Freddy   Martin    

...Swing 

Have  a  Little  Dree 


Me  —  Anson  Weeks, 


.  Rhythn 


bOOKS  or  NOTE 


By  Lois  Goldstein 

The  avalanche  of  fall  books  has  not  yet  descended  upoi 
the  desk  of  your  patient  critic.  Apparently  it  has  taken 
America  all  summer  to  learn  that  You  Must  Relax.  Dr. 
Jacobsen,  an  eminent  neurologist,  has  assumed  a  portion 
of  Walter  Pitkin's  remunerative  task  of  telling  the  world 
what  it  wants  to  hear. 

Louis  Ferdinand  Celine,  winner  of  the  Goncourt  prize, 
achieves  his  popularity  by  telling  humanity  how  vile  it  Is. 
The  reviewer  for  the  New  Yorker,  by  dint  of  much  search- 
ing, found  three  instances  of  human  decency  in  this  prize 
novel,  Journey  to  the  End  of  the  Night. 

The  description  of  perverts  continues  in  the  Berlin 
Diaries  edited  by  Dr.  Helmut  Klotz.  The  book  is  discreetly 
anonymous  and  supposedly  the  diary  of  a  German  military 
official  for  the  year  1932-1933.  The  author  gives  an  amaz- 
ingly bitter,  unpleasant  and  acridly  satirical  character 
sketch  of  every  German  politician.  The  hopeless  confusion, 
the  stupidity  and  greed  of  the  government  officials  is  ex- 
posed  and   Hitler's  rise  to  supreme   power  explained. 

The  Cat  and  the  Curate  by  Charles  Gllson  amuses  the 
frivolous  by  Its  whimsical  play  of  words  and  extravagantly 
ridiculous  plot.  An  excellent  book  to  read   on  the   "L." 

All  of  these  books  may  be  borrowed  from  The  Book 
Nook  rental  library. 


■  -X-^  '".THE       CAMPua  — 


Address  All  Letters  to  The  Campus  Backfires 

Sept.  21,   1934 
Dear  David: 

If  I  must  read  the  Purple  Parrot  this  year,  may  I  tell 
you  that  St.  Paul's  is  not  an  Oxford  college  but  a  London 
Cathedral,  where  the  "gloomy  dean"  resided  until  his  re- 
cent resignation? 

Hi  U. 
Hi,  Hi  U! 

Yours  of  the  21st  received  and  contents  deciphered. 

If  you  were  registered  in  school  under  your  nom  de 
plume,  we  could  recommend  you  to  the  management  for  a 
Phi  Beta  Kappa,  Maxisslma  cum  Laude,  and  maybe  even  a 
Phi  Delta  Theta.  (Only  a  woman  could  have  written  that 
post  card.)  Not  knowing  anything  about  It,  and  not  being 
disposed  to  looking  things  up,  I'll  have  to  take  your  word 
for  it  that  the  English  situation  is  as  it  is. 

I  recommend  that  you  see  Miss  Goldstein  personally 
and  make  her  apologize  to  you.  If  you  had  been  a  less 
profound  idealist,  you  would  have  also  called  our  attention 
to  the  various  and  sundry  mechanical  blunders  that  embel- 
lished the  Initial  "New  Deal"  PARROT. 

Thanks,  anyway,  for  your  Interest! 

Davis  (not  David)  Lott. 
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P  U  R  P  L  E/?^P  A  R  R  OT 


Wisecrack  Yourself 
a  Free  Box  of 

Life  Savers: 


Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An 
attractive  cellophane  wrapped  assort- 
ment of  all  the  Life  Saver  flavors 
will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke 
submitted  by  one   of  the   students. 

This  "PRIZE  CRACK  OF  THE 
MONTH"  will  be  judged  by  the 
editors  of  this  publication  and  the 
right  to  publish  any  jokes  is  reserved. 
All  Editors'  decisions  are  final. 

Drop  all  contributions  into  the 
Parrot  Box,  U.  H.  loi,  by  Nov.  i. 
Here's  your  chance,  get  busy. 


Faculty  Facts  and  Faces 

If  you  have  reached  the  position  of  Junior,  and  arc 
a  man,  you  have  probably  been  to  see  Mr.  Tencher, 
as  he  sees  all  Junior  men  who  plan  to  enter  business, 
with  an  eye  to  giving  them 
a  boost  along  the  way.  If 
you  are  neither  a  Junior  nor 
a  man  you  must  know  about 
this  Vocational  and  Place- 
ment counselor  ( what  a 
long  title!),  for  he  is  in- 
teresting and  a  grand  man 
even  to  insurance  salesmen. 
Mr.  Tencher  has  a  back- 
ground for  his  work  in  the 
fact  that  he  was  a  business 
man,  but  tiring  of  the  same 
thing  after  a  number  of 
years,  he  decided  to  see  what 
he  could  do  with  his  prac- 
tical knowledge  in  an  educa- 
tional   field. 

Though  he  confesses  to 
a  terrible  game  of  golf  and  a  worse  game  of  billiards, 
he  very  pointedly  said  he  loved  to  talk  to  children — 
the  younger  the  better — so  go  see  if  you  can  get  your- 
self started  on  the  road  to  success  while  you're  still  in 
college  and  don't  flounder  around  afterwards. 


Mr.  Tencher 


SUDDEN    DEATH    TO 
SMOKER'S    BREATH 


Two  of  these  'holesome,  minty  rings  of  fine 
candy  make  a  complete  disguise  for  any 
pipe-smoker.  They  take  your  breath  away! 


IF     IT     HASN'T    A     HOLE 


IT     ISN'T     A    LIFE     SAVER 


Say  You  Saw  it  in  the  Parrot! 

Perhaps  the  student  body  is  at  sea,  wondering  how 
we  are  able  to  put  out  a  forty-four  page  magazine,  just 
double  the  size  of  last  year's  Parrot,  and,  at  the  same  time 
reduce  the  price  so  drastically,  the  answer  lies  in  two  words 
— "Local  Advertising."  With  a  guarantee  to  the  mer- 
chants of  Evanston  of  100%  circulation  on  the  Evanston 
Campus,  they  have  lent  their  support  to  the  Parrot  through 
the  medium  of  advertising  in  its  columns. 

However,  please  don't  think  that,  because  you  have 
subscribed  to  the  Purple  Parrot,  you  have  done  all  your 
part!  True,  you've  made  it  possible  for  us  to  interest  local 
advertisers — but,  it  now  becomes  your  duty  to  help  us  keep 
these  local  merchants  interested!  And  all  you  have  to  do 
is  remember  next  time  you  buy  something  from  a  Parrot 
advertiser,  tell  him,  "I  saw  it  in  the  Parrot." 

Simple,  isn't  it? 

All  you  do  is  to  say,  "I  saw  it  in  the  Parrot."  Then  see 
the  local  ads  roll  in — and  we  can  then  keep  on  increasing 
the  size  of  the  Parrot  until  eventually,  we  have  a  magazine 
the  size  of  Esquire!  HOOEY?  Ah,  no!  You  do  YOUR  part 
and  watch  us  grow!  We  make  no  idle  promises — what  we 
promise,  we  fulfill. 
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PURPLE 


PARROT 


COLLEGiANA 


SOS 

A  policeman,  making  his  rounds  in 
the  early  morning,  found  an  inebriated 
Individual  standing  in  a  horse  trough 
and  waving  his  handkerchief  over  his 
head. 

"hley,  what  are  you  doing  there?" 
asked  the  cop. 

"Save  the  women  and  children  first 
— 1  can  swim."  — Punch  Bowl 


GAS  ATTACK 

A  young  matron  of  our  acquaint- 
ance was  busily  engaged  the  other 
day  in  beautifying  herself  preparatory 
to  going  out  and  trimming  the  pants 
off  her  female  friends  at  a  church- 
bridge-bring-your-own-sliverware  soci- 
able. She  was  toddling  around  in  her 
unmentionables  when  the  back-door 
bell  rang  loudly  and  imperiously.  As 
she  was  expecting  the  Iceman  to  fill 
up  the  non-electric  refrigerator  for  the 
day,  she  snatched  up  a  flimsy  negligee 
and  beat  it  for  the  back  door.  Arriv- 
ing there  she  yanked  the  door  open 
and  at  the  same  time  backed  behind 
into  a  small  alcove  so  as  to  be  com- 
pletely screened  from  the  prying  eyes 
of  various  and  sundry  persons.  Imag- 
ine her  very  great  surprise  to  have  the 
door  pulled  out  of  her  hand  and  a 
burly  gent  with  a  flashlight  barge  in — 
none  other  than  the  man  to  read  the 
gas  meter.  Turning  all  colors  of  the 
rainbow  and  a  few  besides,  the  poor 
dear  stuttered  and  stammered  and 
finally  said,  "Oh,  excuse  me!  I 
thought   you    were    the    Iceman!" 
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HOW  PUNNY! 

'Twas  dusk,  and  night  was  falling 
fast.  The  man  was  in  a  hurry  to  finish 
mowing  his  lawn  before  It  grew  too 
dark  to  see.  Suddenly  he  spied  a 
darker  patch  over  to  the  right  that  he 
thought  to  be  uncut  grass.  Quickly 
propelling  his  mower  to  the  spot,  he 
stumbled  and  fell  down  a  well.  Aha! 
hie  couldn't  tell  his  grass  from  a  hole 
in   the   ground. 

■ — Siren 


TRAINED  ZEAL 

Teacher  (at  Sunday  school  picnic): 
"Now  we'll  ask  Bobby,  the  minister's 
son,   to  say  grace." 

Bobby:  "hHell,  they  always  pick 
on  me." 

— Ski-U-Mah 


FOG 

(With  apologies  to  Carl  Sandburg) 
The    fog    comes 
on  little  cat  feet — 
about   the    time 
of  Examinations — 
It   sits    looking — 
over  desk  and  chair — 
on  silent  haunches; 
Then  moves  on — 
And  sometimes  it  stays. 

— Purple  Cow 


You  can't  wear  tails 
or  a  uniform  to  the 
Navy  Ball  with  an 
"Artist's  Mane"  on 
the  back  of  your 
neck! 

Let  our  expert  scis- 
sors give  you  that 
polished  look!  Drop 
In  today. 

The  CARLSON 

BUILDING 

BARBER 

SHOP 


VERBOSITY 

The  chief  of  a  small  town  fire  de- 
partment nearby  retired  at  the  ripe 
old  age  of  some  seventy-odd  and  the 
company  thought  that  it  would  be 
appropriate  to  bestow  a  parting 
memoir  upon  him.  Whereupon  they 
bought  a  very  elegant  silver  horn  and 
delegated  one  of  the  firemen  to  pre- 
sent it.  Wishing  to  make  a  good  im- 
pression, the  presenter  and  the  ac- 
cepter got  together  and  rehearsed 
until  their  speeches  were  marvels  of 
the  oratorical  art. 

Finally  the  night  of  the  gala  event 
came  and  with  it  the  biggest  crowd 
that  the  town  had  ever  assembled  In 
one  spot.  So  great  was  the  crowd 
that  If  two  more  people  had  come,  all 
of  the  twenty-five  seats  in  the  town 
hall  would  have  been  filled.  The  sight 
of  such  a  vast  assemblage  completely 
unnerved  the  orators.  The  poor  fire- 
man arose,  gasped  and  blurted,  "Wal 
Zeke,  here  be  your  horn." 

The  chief  arose,  took  the  horn  and 
said  in  a  flow  of  classic  oratory, 
"Hell!  is  that  It?"  — Gargoyle 

HEIL,  1938! 

With  a  slight  quiver  we  present  the 
sad,  sad  tale  of  the  dumber  than  usual 
freshman  who  objected  to  doing  out- 
side reading  because  it  got  so  cold 
out  on  the  porch.  — Froth 


New  and 
Unusual 

Clothes  for  all 
Occasions- 
Evening 
Daytime 
Sportswear 

THE  WINFIELD  SHOP 

515  DAVIS  STREET 
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HI   y'    Babes — 

Now  that  we  know  definitely  just  who  is 
back  In  school  (rush  weeks  being  finally 
over)  we  will  attempt  to  spill  a  little  of  ye 
ol'  sediment  about  all  the  lads  and  lasses. 
Yousah!  Of  course,  everyone  bid  just  the 
accepted  number,  and  everyone  got  the 
smoothest  bunch  of  neophytes.  Not  disput- 
ing that  fact,  let  us  pass  on  (not  out). 
However,  in  passing  a  hearty  handshake  and 
felicitations    to     all. 

DoHie  McKenzie,  the  fiery  Alpha  Phi 
menace,  hooked  herself  an  unsuspecting 
Sigma  Nu  (Colo.)  this  summer.  Now  the 
Phi  Gams  and  a  few  other  north  campus 
boys    can    ease    back    with    a    sigh    of    relief. 

And,  pray  tell,  what  was  V.  Rice  doing 
with  Danny  Kaufman's  Phi  PsI  pin?  Can 
you  imagine  Ginny  Reister's  embarrassment 
when  he  asked  V.  for  It  one  night  in  Cooley's. 

Wally  Cruice,  deserting  the  Delta  Gamma 
house,  and  Molly  (for  the  time  being),  is 
squiring  Miss  Barr  of  the  Kappa  lodge,  who 
thinks  that  he  is  th'  nertz.  These  two  were 
only  part  of  the  group  seen  at  the  Phi 
Delta  tea  dance  Sunday.  Ed  Sales  inter- 
fraternity  spirit  of  last  spring  seems  to  be 
prevalent.  But  the  Phi  Delts  do  have  some 
grand  records.  They  offered  a  three  dollar 
prize  to  the  freshman  buying  the  best  record. 
But  so  far,  the  frosh  haven't  seen  the  color 
of   the    horse. 

Vic.  of  Slep,  Potter,  and  Stock,  has  broken 
up  the  unwoely  three  by  not  coming  back 
to  school.  The  lads  have  a  new  Razmataz 
number  that's  a  honey.  And,  oh  my  deah, 
you  should  have  seen  Phil  Slep  shopping 
with  Milly  Boehm  last  week.  We're  wonder- 
ing If  the  buttons  she  bought  were  to  re- 
place   any    missing    members. 

Ellie  Pope,  now  wearing  Abbott  Byfield's 
Lambda  Chi  pin,  was  called  upon  to  help 
the  freshman  get  settled  over  at  Willard. 
After  lugging  three  heavy  grips  up  to  the 
third  floor,  the  father  of  one  Miss  1938 
tipped  Ellie  a  quarter.  And  she  took  it, 
with.    "Is   that   all    I'm   worth?"   Well    .   .   , 

Was  It  because  of  Bonnie  Donahue,  or 
in  spite  of  her,  that  the  Delts  pledged  a 
freshman  class?  Miss  Donahue  presided  at 
all    Delt    rushing    functions.      Safety    In     num- 


bers,   but    .    .    .    Delts?    ...    Oh    well    .    .    . 

Speaking  of  that,  have  you  seen  Helen 
MacKarahan  all  chained  up  with  a  Delt 
badge?  Tst  tsk  .  .  .  Helen  was  such  a  nice 
girl,    too. 

Hank  Dyer's  "little"  brother  and  sis  are 
here  this  year.  Let's  hope  that  they,  too, 
aren't  versed  in  oratory.  Another  four  years 
of  Dyer  speeches  would  be  just  too  much. 
To    say    nothing    of    Phi    Bete    aspirations. 

Martin  Edmond  Graham,  the  dancing  Phi 
Delt,  is  frequenting  the  Gamma  Phi  house 
now.  Ye  Gods,  this  Albrit+on  Influence.  Or 
was    it   a    Forch-ing    issue   with    Barnes? 

Have  you  seen  the  team  of  Doug  Terrell 
and  Pat  Patillo  (Kipple  pledge)?  From  the 
way  they've  been  tearing  off  cariocas,  tan- 
gos, and  what-have-you,  we  may  expect  to 
see  them  in  Joe  Miller's  Minstrels  next  spring. 
And  now  that  Men's  Union  has  been  ab- 
sorbed by  the  EGA,  we  suppose  the  Waa- 
Mu  will  be  Eca-Mu.  Sounds  like  the  place 
where   the    little    grass    shack    is. 

Janet  Hill,  now  working  &i  A  Century 
of  Progress,  was  recently  quite  disguested 
with  one  Mr.  Ned  (ex-Peeper)  Hullinger. 
when  he  paid  her  a  visit  during  working 
hours.  Ned,  being  very  happy  at  said  time, 
was  doing  a  bull-In-a-chlna-shop  act,  so 
Bunker  had  him  quietly,  but  oh  so  firmly. 
escorted  to  the  door,  with  a  non-return 
ticket.  She  has  refused  to  see  him  until  he 
finds  himself  a  job.  So  all  the  Phi  Gam 
froshers  spend  their  leisure  (?)  time  hunting 
work    for    the    potential    [ournalist. 

Dick  McKnight  is  sporting  a  nice  little 
orchestra,  so  we're  told.  Name,  Colonial 
Club — Inspired  by  ye  old  bottled  spirits  of 
Colonial  Club,  which  we  think  is  especially 
fitting! 

Wizz  Coliyer  has  deserted  the  ranks  oF 
Pi  Phi  for  Moser  Business  School.  Wonder 
if  she  can  learn  to  keep  her  balance,  or  is 
that  (ki  needed?  All  of  which  reminds  us 
that  Geo.  Gunason  hasn't  been  seen  recently 
on  the  steps  of  said  house  .  .  .  and  is  It 
possible  that  we  need  glasses,  or  is  Edyth 
Lou  Docekal  actually  not  wearing  George's 
pin?      Oh    well,    we    all    learn    sometime. 

Shirley  Richardson,  whose  chawmlnq  ( ?) 
visage  graces  the  front  cover,  "Mike"  (Palm- 
oUve  Girl )  Heron,  and  Betty  Lapp  lost  no 
time  In  ensnaring  all  possible  freshman  vic- 
tims, by  working  at  the  Co-op.  In  fact 
Heron  became  so  deeply  Interested,  that  by 
the  end  of  t+ie  first  day  she  owed  customers 
about  seventeen  dollars,  and  the  store  about 
twen+y. 

Bill  (squirrely)  Gates  has  finally  given  up 
the  Idea  of  getting  through  N.  U.  and  the 
next  few  weeks  will  probably  find  him  en- 
rolled   in    Bryant   Stratton    Business    School. 

Bryant  Burton  says  the  Wranglers  (and 
Wally  Ott)  pledged  four,  possessing  the  in- 
telligence of  Windsor  Hackler.  Nertz  to 
you.    Burton,    C'est   impossible. 

Marty  Whalen  Is  now  delving  into  all  the 
intricate  management  of  a  Children's  .  .  . 
Theatre!  Had  us  worried  for  a  minute, 
Butch!  Potter  explains  that  the  reason  why 
he  wears  his  glasses  on  dates  Is  so  that  he 
can    find    Martha. 


Bette  Knudson  of  the  school  of  Drahma, 
holds  an  all-time  record.  She  was  at  the 
Edgewater  Beach  every  Friday  night  this  sum- 
mer. Should  have  a  fifty-one  controlling 
interest   by   now. 

A  correction,  please!  Dottie  Moyer  wishes- 
to  announce  to  the  public  that  she  will  be 
back  in  school,  but  that  she  doesn't  care 
for  any  more  publicity.  In  the  future,  we 
shall  try  to  adher  to  her  wishes,  which  act 
will  please  everyone,  but  Miss  Moyer.  Better 
knocked,   than    Ignored.    Dottie. 

A  resounding  cheer  goes  up  from  a  few 
north  campus  houses  at  the  report  that 
Cora  Kling  will  be  back  in  circulation  for 
the  year.  She  and  Frank  have  decided  "it's 
best  that  way."     No  Moore  of  that! 

Franny  Terrell  can  start  going  to  classes 
this  year,  now  that  Kenny  Grant  is  back  ir» 
school.  The  lad  just  got  back  from  a  three 
months'  sojourn  in  Honolulu  and  parts  there- 
abouts. Perhaps  that  also  explains  the  smll- 
Inq    countenance   of   Miss   Terrell. 

Seen  during  the  hectic  week  of  registra- 
tion —  Dottie  Meaker  frantic  because  Dick 
Winter  hadn't  called  her  up  for  just  simply 
weeks  .  .  .  Virg.  Anderson  back  in  schoof 
.  .  .  also  Don  Brewster  .  .  .  They  let  Don 
Valentine  In  again,  too  .  .  .  Hermona  Clark 
'38,  calling  Prof.  A.  Smith  of  the  English  dept. 
"Oliver  Hardy"  .  .  .  Hardy  do!  .  .  .  Mar- 
garet Huth  back  In  school  .  .  .  Frankie 
Keeran,  M.  C.  at  the  Congress  rastllng  up 
talent  for  floor  shows  .  .  .  Jerry  Factor  In 
school  again  .  .  .  Tangora  taking  Dtna  Curtis 
motorcycle  riding  around  in  the  quads  .  .  . 
Dun  Hawkins  with  a  gorjus  new  gray  road- 
ster .  .  .  Dolly  Klink  (Alpha  Phi  smoothie) 
with  five  men  .  .  .  Patsy  Jones,  Pi  Phi,  Betty 
Neece  (Theta),  Eloise  Chase,  Pat  Dobson 
( Kappas) ,  Carata  Kellner,  Delta  G.,  Janet- 
Powers,    Alpha    Phi,    also    smooth    pledges. 

One  of  those  awful  mix-ups  that  hasn't 
yet  found  anyone  who  could  survive  to 
hear  the  end  of  the  tale — When  Dick  Sayers 
went  home  this  summer  he  was  dating  Gene- 
vieve Smith.  He  came  back  two  times  later: 
the  first,  he  didn't  see  her  when  he  could 
have.  The  next  time,  he  wanted  to  and  she 
wouldn't  have  It  so.  Returning  this  fall  he 
finds  her  being  escorted  by  Freddie  Tever- 
baugh,  also  Phi  Gam,  who  had  previously 
dated  Margie  Brown,  one  of  Genny's  best 
friends.  From  there  on.  gentle  readers,  we 
find  the  maze  very  confusing  .  .  .  you  figure 
It    out! 

Grad.  notes,  and  otherwise:  Jim  Emery. 
Sigma  Nu  '34,  married  to  BeHy  (Theta  ex- 
prexy)  Osier  .  .  .  Cecile  Stern,  Kappa,  Phi 
Bete,  '34,  married  to  Llewellyn  Bowen,  Uni. 
of  Kentucky,  also.  Sigma  Nu  .  .  .  Catherine 
SIcowrup,  Delta  Gamma,  married  to  Phil 
Tucker  .  .  .  Dolly  Hudson,  Alpha  Gam.^ 
married  to  Bill  Wohl  .  .  .  Chuck  Hajek  play- 
ing   pro-football    with    Baltimore. 

Would  the  men  on  campus  be  interested 
in  knowing  that  an  Alpha  Phi — Mary  Manley 
to  be  exact — contributed  the  information  that 
a  single  room  was  very  lonely?  Not  only 
that,  but  our  sweet  Mary  Is  taking  a  tonic 
guaranteed  to  bring  that  certain  twinkle  to 
the     eye.        Nothing      like     getting      busy     Im- 
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K.O.'Dv  BEFORE  HE 
LEFT  HIS  CORNER/ 


STAGE-FRIGHT?  No,  sir.  Dirty 
work  in  the  dressing  room?  No, 
sir.  Two  or  three  whiffs  of  that  over- 
stale  pipe  and  heavyweight  tobacco  did 
what  fihy-seven  opponents  couldn  t 
do  .  .  .  floored  himl 

A  good  pipe,  hke  a  good  athlete, 
should  be  kept  in  good  condition.  A 
lew  moments'  daily  exercise  with  a 
pipe  cleaner  and  a  steady  diet  of  mild, 
gentle  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  Smoking 
Tobacco  will  keep  any  man's  briar 
right  in  the  very  pink.  We  think  we  ve 
lound  a  milder  combination  ot  fra- 
grant Kentucky  Burleys.  We  think 
we've  discovered  a  cooler,  slower- 
burning  blend.  A  large  and  growing 
army  ot  contented  pipe-smokers  think 
so,  too.  Try  one  tin  of  Sir  Walter  and 
see  what  jo«  think! 

Brown  &  WlIlLimson  ToWco  Corpor.itlon 
Louisville,  Kentucky.  Dcpt.  \V-410. 
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More  Pollyana 

mediately     to     correct     a     solitary     condition! 

'S  too  bad  that  such  revered  leaders  ot 
the  Theta  and  Sigma  Chi  houses  as  Sue  Tait 
and  Gene  Gilson  can  not  keep  their  re- 
marks and  snickers  lower  v/hlle  viewing  the 
wedding  night  scenes  of  "Bulldog  Drunnnnond 
Strikes  Baclc."  Alter  all,  there  might  have 
been  a  malicious,  taie-spreading  soul  In 
back  of  them.  As  it  Is,  all  donations  may 
be  left  in  the  PARROT  box— not  hush  money 
—donations,    I    raid. 

The  blonde  warbler  of  the  Gamn 
house  has  been  Inquiring  as  to  the 
of  time  required  for  recovery  from  . 
pendlcitis  operation.  We  don't  knov/ 
if  the  Kappa  in  question  will  return  to  nor- 
mal in  time  for  the  Waa-Mu  shov/,  but  she 
has  personally  stated  that  she  will  "throw 
an  adhesion"  any  time.  Interesting  eve- 
ning's    entertainment!     blow    ya     doon.     Peg? 

h-lave  you  heard  about  the  Austin  Bossart 
and  D.  G.  Werth  combination?  It  seems 
Herr  Bosart  hath  a  job  in  New  York  where 
he  is  preparing  to  feather  a  nest.  Mama 
Werth  voiced  the  thought  [not  for  pub- 
lication) that  "Charlotte  was  just  waiting  to 
fiv   to   him    and    she    is   so   thrilled!" 

The  Rundall-McDaniel-White  affair  was 
over,  or  so  we  thought  when  we  saw  the 
De  Wupsilon  pin  in  its  fair  resting  place, 
and  wept  bitter  tears  at  thought  of  no  gos- 
sip. But  lo — came  rushing  and  roses  for 
luck  from  Rundall.  Poor  Franny  McDanny 
fel*    so    badly.    Mmmmm!      Watch    out    Bud. 

In    closing,    let's   all    wish    Harvey   Whidden, 
who   is   a    Phi    Delt  and   an   awfully   swell    gent, 
a     speedy     recovery.       hiarv.      won't      be      in 
school    this    first    semester    because    of   illness. 
V/e    hope     he'll     be     back    in     February    with 
the    staff — and    can    make    up    for    lost    time. 
And,     at    the     same    time     may    we     welcome 
another    convalescent    Just    out    of    a     2-year 
sick-bed     and     now    once    again     showing     his 
beaming     face     on     campus — Derby     Denson! 
A    swell     guy!    Welcome     home,     Derby! 
Bye    now! 
Six    Suspecting    Spinsters    and 
AUNT   POLLY. 


It's     1  5  f'— AND  IT'S  MILDER 


A  New  Deal  All  Around 

(Continued  from  Page  II) 

"N.iturally  tlie  whole  program  of  the  N 
R.  A.  is  bound  to  affect  Roosevelt's  re-elec 
tion.  There  is  always  criticism  of  some 
thing  new,  always  mistakes,  and  alway 
plenty  of  people  ready  to  yell  about  them 
But  I  am  sure  that  the  Democrats  will  sue 
ceed  in  keeping  the  reins  of  power,  espe 
cially  since  the  necessary  reorganization  of 
the  N.  R.  A.  has  already  begun  to  take 
place. 

"In  the  final  analysis  it  appears  that  the 
Democratic  party  and  the  principles  of  the 
Industrial  Recovery  Act  are  destined  for  a 
long  stay  in  the  White  House.  If  the 
November  elections  bear  out  these  predic- 
tions, the  United  States  can  expect  a  New 
Deal    all    around. 
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WITH   YOUR    NAME  AND 
ADDRESS   OR    MONOGRAM 

BOX 

24   DOUBLE  SHEETS  AND 
24  ENVELOPES 


Two  Boxes  $1.25 

Large  Double  Sheets  with 
large,  pointed  flap  envelopes  to 
match  —  fine  quality  Vellum 
paper  with  small  checks  in 
Ivory  or  Grey. 

Your  Name  and  Address  on 
Sheets  and  Envelopes  ■ — or 
Monogram  on  Sheets  only  — 
in  Red,  Blue,  Brown  or  Black 
ink  included  in  this  low  price. 

This  is  the  opportunity  of  the 
year  to  stock  up  on  fine  per- 
sonal stationery!  Buy  for  your- 
self   and    also    for    gift-giving. 


Chandler's 

630  Davis  St.,   Evanston 
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P  U  R  P  L  t 


PARROT 


Purple  Spor+lite 

{Continued  from  Page  ^2) 

Illinois  on  the  night  of  Feb- 
ruary I  9  and  for  three  quarters  was' 
the  scourge  of  the  Illini  offense.  But 
the  debutante  was  on  the  rampage 
again.  And  late  in  the  third  quar- 
ter she  "came  out"  for  the  third 
time.  That  finished  Al  until  the 
start  of  the  present  grid  season. 

At  present,  with  that  shoulder 
patched  up  again,  he  is  making  his 
fourth  comeback  effort.  He  wears 
specially-constructed  shoulder  pads. 
He  has  a  chain  fastened  from  his 
belt  to  his  left  arm — the  same  to 
make  sure  that  the  arm  doesn't  wan- 
der too  far  from  Captain  Al's  side 
and  cause  that  debutante  to  have 
another  of  her  sessions. 

You  know  that  he  captains  the 
Northwestern  football  club.  1934 
edition.  You  are  aware  of  the  fact 
that  with  Lyle  Fisher.  All-Confer- 
ence center,  he  captains  the  basket- 
ball squad.  And  maybe  you  didn't 
know  that  he  is  the  first  athlete  to 
hold  a  pair  of  major  captaincies  at 
Northwestern  since  Rut  Walter's 
track  and  basketball  mates  saw  fit 
to  elevate  him  to  the  leadership  du- 
ties of  those  sports  during  the  school 
term  of   1929-30. 

But  even  if  Al  Kawal  wasn't 
headman  of  what  he  is,  you  could 
still  single  him  out  as  one  of  the 
best  guards  (football  and  basket- 
ball) that  has  ambled  about  in  the 
Western  Conference  for  quite  some 
time.  Yes,  come  to  think  of  it, 
QUITE  some  time. 


"Say  prunes!" 

"Say  apples,   dear — That  kind  of  kiss  has  gone  out  of  style.' 


DISTINCTIVE  WORK  TYPES  STUDIED 


Beauty  Shop 

Hair  Cutting  by  European  Artist 

Orrington  Hotel  Ev.anston,  Illinois 

Phone  University  0800 


STEAKS 


Briargate  1581 

Lone  Ranger  Inn 

1951-3  HOWARD  ST. 

CHAR-COAL    — —  BARBECUED 

SPARE  RIBS 


GEORGE  M.  KENDALL 


CHICKENS 
SANDWICHES 

BEER     ON     TAP 


BUD  PLASKEH 
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Speaking  of  military  things,  there  was  the  Alpha 
Gam  who  was  so  dumb,  that  she  thought  a  rear 
guard  was  a  bustle. 

— Voo  Doo 

<•■       ♦       ^ 

She  was  only  a  farmer's  daughter,  but  she  was 
worth  cultivating. 

— Voo  Doo 

<»>♦<»> 

Woman  (telephoning  to  desk  clerk)  :  There's  a 
rat  in  my  room. 

Hotel   clerk:    Make  him   come   down   and   register. 

— Exchange 
<&       ♦       ^ 

Theta:   Are  you  determined  to  neck? 

Phi  Pi  Phi:  Yes,  I  have  my  head  set  on  it. 

— Exchange 
^       ♦       ^ 

Kappa  (at  charity  ball)  :  Oh  I  simply  adore  that 
new  step.     Where  did  you  pick  it  up? 

Pi  K.  A.:   New  step?  Hell,   I'm  losing  my  garter. 

— Bison 

4-       ♦       <*. 

"And  are  you  secretly  married  to  her?" 
"No,   she  knows  it." 

— Wampus 

^       ♦       ■» 

PAGE  HENRY  VIII 

The  movie  actor  who  had  been  divorced  four  times 
proposed  again. 

"Why,  I  rather  like  you,  John,"  said  the  young 
woman,  "but,  you  see,  I've  heard  so  many  things 
about  you — " 

"My  Dear,"  interrupted  the  much-married  actor, 
"you  really  must  not  believe  these  old  wives'  tales." 

•5>>  ♦  <'^ 

Dr.  S.  Parkes  Cadman  had  been  telling  his  small 
granddaughter  a  bedtime  story  that  held  her  breath- 
less attention.  At  the  end  of  the  tale,  when  she  had 
recovered  her  poise,  she  demanded,  "Grandfather,  was 
that  a  true  story,  or  were  you  just  preaching?  " 

— The  Readers  Digest 
■^      ♦       <*' 
"Honey,"  he  said  at  the  end  of  the  first  five  min- 
utes, "will  yo'  all  marry  me?" 

"Why,  "  she  gasped,  "this  is  all  so  Southern!" 
- — Alabama  Rammer-Jammer 


Nit:   "Do  you  work  in  the  shirt  factory?" 
Wit:    "Yes." 

Nit:    "Why  aren't  you   working  today?" 
Wit:    "We're  making  night  shirts  this  week." 

<••■       ♦       ^ 

How  do  you  make  ice  water? 

Just  cut  onions.   That'll   make  eyes  water. 

<?.       ♦ 

This  is  a  famous  bed.  A  sugar  kind  once  slept  in  it. 
Yes,  I  can  still  feel  the  lumps. 

•$•       ♦       ^ 

What  keeps  the  sun  in  the  sky? 

Its  beams! 

,i       «       <t.. 

What  kind  of  dress  did  you  wear  to  the  party? 

I  think  it  was  rayon. 

I  didn't  ask  about  the  weather. 

<$.       «       «. 

1st  drunk    (on  train),   "Wha  time  issit?" 
2nd   ditto    (pulling   match   box    from   vest),    "Ish 
Thursday." 

1st  inebriate.   '"Sgood — here's  where  I  get  off — I" 


Betty:  Did  you  lose  much  in  that  poker  game  last 
night? 

Letty:   I  was  reduced  to  my  last  quarter. 


A — How  did  the  Wildcats  come  out  with  Illinois? 

B — It  was  like  a  bad  surgical  operation. 

A— Why  so? 

B — The  game  was  sewed  up  until  the  stitches  came 


Librarian:  "Young  man,  we  are  about  to  close  the 
desk,  is  there  anything  you  would  like  to  take  out?" 

Frosh:  "Why  yes.  How  about  the  tall  one  in  the 
tan  dress?" 

V*-  ♦  <*^ 

Salesman:  "Is  the  lady  of  the  house  in?" 
Maid:   "Yes,  but  she's  in  her  bath." 
Salesman:   "That's  all  right.  I'm  selling  soap.  " 

,.N  «  ^is 

She  was  only  a  prof's  daughter,  but  she  had  lots 
of  class,  mean  pupils,  and  was  absent-minded  about 
some  things. 
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The  Terse-Told 

Ta  le  — by 
Jessica   Simons 


THE  desire  to  hobnob  with  the  famous,  the  luckier 
folks  of  this  desolate,  depression-hit  globe,  is  more 
or  less  latent  with  Gladys,  lately  of  the  glamorous 
Gamma  Phi.  It  is  with  a  totally  disinterested 
air  that  she  lifts  her  eyes  when  her  fellow-workers 
excitedly  murmur,  "Gosh  Gladys,  look.  There  goes 
Dick  Arlen.  Isn't  he  perfectly  heavenly?"  She  al- 
ways looks,  a  curious,  wondering  sort  of  a  look.  But 
it's  only  a  glance  and  an  answering  murmur,  "Yeah." 

No  one  can  understand  Gladys'  attitude.  When 
the  Fair  opened,  and  Gladys  came  on  to  take  in  money 
and  give  out  tickets  behind  the  window  of  the  tiny 
cashier's  booth  her  exotic  expression  whenever  a  well- 
known  name  was  mentioned  was  one  of  the  much- 
discussed  subjects  thereabouts. 

But  Gladys'  contact  with  the  famous  seemed 
doomed  to  failure  from  the  start.  There  was  the 
night  that  Piccard  hurried  in  the  door,  right  by 
Gladys'  booth,  and  spent  fifteen  minutes  talking  to 
the  manager  just  across  the  way,  and  Gladys  didn't 
even  see  him.  She  was  getting  some  change  from 
the  bank  cashier  as  he  went  by. 

And  so  time  went  on,  and  Gladys  faced  disappoint- 
ment after  disappointment.  She  invariably  missed 
seeing  everyone  she  wanted  to  see. 

And  so  came  her  great  sorrow. 

She  and  Betty  had  gone  over  to  the  Oasis  for 
dinner.  The  waiter  tipped  them  off.  They  pricked 
up  their  ears,  gasped,  then  stared.  Way  across  on 
the  other  side  of  the  room  he  was  sitting:  that  grear 
personage,  the  famous  radio  announcer.  Tod  Brown. 
Handsome,  aloof,  they  could  not  keep  their  eyes  away 
from  him.     They  stared  and  stared. 

Suddenly  he  turned  and  cast  a  slow,  tantalizing 
smile  in  their  direction.  Gladys  swallowed  hard,  and 
her  heart  seemed  about  to  burst  with  joy.  The 
great  Tod  Brown. 

It  was  late  in  the  evening,  almost  time  for  closing, 
when  he  walked  up  to  the  stuffy  little  booth,  smiled 
at  Gladys,  and  nonchalantly  murmured,  "Hello." 
She  greeted  him  with  a  nervous  nod,  and  turned  to 
pass  out  tickets  to  a  foreign  looking  man  with  a 
swarthy  complexioned  wife  and  about  six  children. 
When  they  finally  departed  he  was  still  there.  Gladys 
was  frightened. 

"How  about  a  date?"  he  asked.  "After  you  get 
off  work,  you  know.  We  might  go  up  to  the  Casino 
and  hear  Ben.     How  about  it?" 

Gladys  trembled.  A  famous  personage  asking  her 
for  a  date.  It  was  almost  unbelievable.  Something 
she  could  always  remember,  tell  people  about.  .  .  . 


"I'll  have  to  think  it  over.  If  you  come  back  later 
I'll  let  you  know."  The  words  slipped  out  before 
she  knew  it.  Now  maybe  she  had  spoiled  all  her 
chances  for  a  big  evening  with  him.  Maybe  he 
wouldn't  even  come  back.  And  she  did  want  to  go 
out  with  him.  But  before  she  could  tell  him  that 
she  really  wanted  to  go  he  had  murmured  a  polite 
"O.  K."  and  walked  away. 

Gladys  was  heartsick.  Her  big  opportunity  was 
gone.  And  it  was  her  own  fault.  He  was  probably 
insulted,  and  she'd  never  see  him  again.  She  gloomily 
nodded  hello  to  her  favorite  guide  as  he  came  up  to 
her  booth. 

"Say,  Gladys,  you  never  told  me  you  knew  Jack," 
he  began. 

"Jack  who?"  Gladys  asked,  nervously  thumbing 
the  string  of  tickets. 

"Why,  Jack  Miller,  the  fellow  you  were  talking 
to.     He's  a  guide  over  at  the  'T'nT'  building." 

"A  guide?" 

"Yeah.  They  say  he's  a  dead  ringer  for  Tod 
Brown,  the  announcer,  but  I  don't  know.  I  never 
saw  him,  did  you?  Gosh,  here  he  comes  back  again. 
I'll  be  seein'  ya  later.  Say,  how  about  a  glass  of  beer 
after  you  quit  tonight,  huh?" 

Gladys  watched  Jack's  approach  with  a  sad  cyn- 
ical smile.     She  had  lived  and  learned. 

"Sorry,  old  dear,"  she  drawled,  in  answer  to  Jack's 
query,  "but  I  can't  possibly  make  it.  I  hope  you'll 
excuse  me — I  have  a  terrific  headache!"  (But  it  wasn't 
her  head  that  ached — it  was  her  heart.} 

" — She  always  looks,  a 

curious  sort  of  wondering  look — " 


FROM  LONG  KEY  TO  NOVA  SCOTIA,  the  famous  sportsman  and  imter,  REX  BEACH, 
has  matched  his  skill  and  vitality  against  the  big  game  fish  of  the  Atlantic!  Below  he  tells  hoiv 
he  lights  a  Camel  after  fighting  it  out  tvith  a  heavy  fish  —  and  soon  "feels  as  good  as  new." 

REX  BEACH  EXPLAINS 

how  to  get  back  vim  and  energy  when  ^^  Played  Out 


"Any  sportsman  who  matches  his 
stamina  against  the  fighting  strength 
of  a  big  game  fish,"  says  Rex  Beach, 
"has  to  put  out  a  tremendous 
amount  of  energy  before  he  lands  his 
fish.  When  I've  gotten  a  big  fellow 
safely  landed  my  next  move  is  to 
light  a  Camel,  and  I  feel  as  good 
as  new.  A  Camel  quickly  gives  me 


a  sense  of  well-being  and  renewed 
energy.  As  a  steady  smoker,  I  have 
also  learned  that  Camels  do  not 
interfere  with  healthy  nerves." 

Thousands  of  smokers  will  rec- 
ognize from  their  ov^^n  experience 
what  Mr.  Beach  means  when  he 
says  that  he  lights  a  Camel  when 
tired  and  "feels  as  good  as  new." 


And  science  adds  confirmation  of 
this  refreshing  "energizing  effect." 
That's  w^hy  you  hear  people  say 
so  often:  "Get  a  lift  with  a  Camel." 
Camels  aren't  flat  or  "sweetish." 
Their  flavor  never  disappoints. 
Smoke  Camels  steadily — their  finer, 
MORE  EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS  do 
not  get  on  the  nerves! 


CAMEL'S 
Costlier  Tobaccos 
never  get  on 
your  Nerves^ 


_  Camels  are  made  from  finer,  MORE 
^^  EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS  — Turkish  and 
^^^      Domestic — than  any  other  popular  brand. 

Get  a  Llfl 
with  a  Camel !' 

Copyrlg'.it.  1034,  R.  J.  RoynolLls  Tobacco  Company 


